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Advertifement. 

OGARTH's  Marriage-a-la-mode 
has  before  furnifhed  Materials  to  the  Au- 
thor of  a  Novel,  publifhed  fome  Years  ago,  un- 
der the  Title  of  The  Marriage- Affi :  But  as  that 
Writer  perfued  a  very  different  Story,  and  as 
his  Work  was  chiefly  defigned  for  a  Political 
Satire,  very  little  Ufe  could  be  made  of  it  for 
the  Service  of  this  Comedy. 

In  Juftice  to  the  Perfon,  who  has  been  con- 
fidered  as  the  fole  Author,  the  Party,  who  has 
hitherto  lain  concealed,  thinks  it  incumbent 
on  him  to  declare,  that  the  Difclofure  of  his 
Name  was,  by  his  own  Defire,  referved  till  the 
Publication  of  the  Piece. 

Both  the  Authors,  however,  who  have  be- 
fore been  feparately  honoured  with  the  Indul- 
gence of  the  Pubiick,  now  beg  Leave  to  make 
their  joint  Acknowledgements  for  the  very 
favourable  Reception  of  the  Clandestine 
Marriage. 


Written    by    Mr.    G  A  R  R  I  C  K. 

Spoken    by    Mr.    HOLLA  N  D. 

T)OETS  and  Painters,  who  from  Nature  draw 
*     'Their  beji  and  richeft  Stores,  have  made  this  Law , 
That  each  jloould  neighbourly  qffft  his  Brother, 
And  ft  eal  with  Decency  from  one  another. 
To-night,  your  mat  chiefs  Hogarth,  gives  the  Thought) 
Which  from  his  Canvas  to  the  Stage  is  brought. 
And  who  fo  fit  to  warm  the  Poet's  Mind,, 
As  he  who  pitlufd  Morals  and  Mankind  ? 
But  not  the  fame  their  Characters  and  Scenes ; 
Both  labour  for  one  End,  by  different  Means : 
Each,  as  it  fuits  him,  takes  a  feparate  Road, 
Their  one  great  Objecl,  Marriage-a-la-mode  \ 
Where  Titles  deign  with  Cits  to  have  and  hold, 
And  change  rich  Blood  for  more  fubftantial  Gold ! 
And  honour' 'd  Trade  from  Inter  eft  turns  afide, 
To  hazard  Happinefs  for  titled  Pride. 

The  Painter  dead,  yet  fill  he  charms  the  Eye ; 

While  England  lives,  his  Fame  can  never  die : 

But  he,  who  ftruts  his  Hour  upon  the  Stage, 

Can  fcarce  extend  his  Fame  for  Half  an  Age ; 

Nor  Pen  nor  Pencil  can  the  Affor  fave, 

The  Art,  and  Artift,  jhare  one  common  Grave. 
O  let  me  drop  one  tributary  Tear, 

On  poor  Jack  Falftaff'^  Grave,  and  Juliet'.*  Bier! 

Tou  to  their  Worth  mufi  Teftimony  give  ; 

sTis  in  your  Hearts  alone  their  Fame  can  live. 

Still  as  the  Scenes  of  Life  will  fhift  away, 

The  firong  Impreffions  of  their  Art  decay. 

Tour  Children  cannot  feel  what  you  have  known  ; 

They'll  bo  aft  of  Quins  and  Ci  ebers  of  their  own : 

The  great  eft  Glory  of  our  happy  few, 

Is  to  be  felt,  and  be  approved  by  you. 
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ACT     I. 

SCENE     A  room  in  Sterling'^  hcufe* 
Mifs  Fanny  and  Betty  meeting, 

Betty  running  in. 

"  A'am !  Mifs  Fanny !  Ma'am  ! 

Fanny.  What's  the  matter  !  Betty  ! 

Betty.  Oh  la  !  Ma'am  !  as  fure  as  I'm  alive,  here 
is  your  hufband — 

Fanny.  Hum  !  my  dear  Betty!  if  any  body  in  the 
houfe  mould  hear  you,  I  am  ruined. 

Betty.  Mercy  on  me  !  it  has  frighted  me  to  fuch  a 
degree,  that  my  heart  is  come  up  to  my  mouth. — But 
as  I  was  a  faying,  Ma'am,  here's  that  dear,  fvveet — 

Fanny.  Have  a  care  !  Betty. 

Betty.  Lord  !  I'm  bewitched,  I  think. —But  as  I 
was  a  laying,  Ma'am,  here's  Mr.  Lovewell  juft  come 
from  London. 

Fanny.  Indeed  ! 

Betty.  Yes,  indeed,  and  indeed,  Ma'am,  he  is.  I 
faw  him  crofting  the  court-yard  in  his  boots. 

Fanny.  I  am  glad  to  hear  it. — But  pray  now,  my 
dear  Betty,  be  cautious.     Don't  mention  that  word 
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2       The  CLANDESTINE  MARRIAGE,, 
again,  on  any  account.     You  know,  we  have  agreed 
never  to  drop  any  expremons  of  that  fort  for  fear  of 
an  accident. 

Betty.  Dear  Ma'am,,  you  may  depend  upon  me. 
There  is  not  a  more  truftier  creature  on  the  face  of 
the  earth,  than  I  am.  Though  I  fay  it,  I  am  as  fe- 
cret  as  the  grave — and  if  it's  never  told,  till  I  tell  it* 
it  may  remain  untold  till  doom's-day  for  Betty. 

Fanny.  I  know  you  are  faithful — but  in  our  cireum- 
ftances  we  cannot  be  too  careful. 

Betty.  Very  true,  Ma'am  ! — and  yet  I  vow  and 
proteit,  there's  more  plague  than  pleafure  with  a  fe- 
cret  •,  efpecially  if  a  body  mayn't  mention  it  to  four 
or  five  of  one's  particular  acquaintance. 

Fanny,  Do  but  keep  this  fecret  a  little  while  longer,, 
and  then,  I  hope  you  may  mention  it  to  any  body. — ■ 
'Mr.  Lovewell  will  acquaint  the  family  v/ith  the  nature 
of  our  fituation  as  foon  as  poilible. 

Betty.  The  fooner,  the  better,  I  believe:  for  if  he 
does  not  tell  it,  there's  a.  little  tell-tale,  I  know  of, 
will  come  and  tell  it  for  him. 

Fanny.  Fie,  Betty  !  \blujJoing. 

Betty.  Ah  !  you  may  well  blufh. — But  you're  not  fo 
fick,  and  fo  pale,  and  fo  wan,  and  fo  many  qualms— 

Fanny.  Have  done  !  I  ihall  be  quite  angry  with 
you. 

Betty.  Angry  1— Blefs  the  dear  puppet !  I  am  Cure 
I  {hall  love  it,  as  much  as  if  it  was  my  own. — I  meant 
no  harm,  heaven  knows. 

Fanny.  Well — fay  no  more  of  this — It  makes  me 
uneafy — All  I  have  to  afk  of  you,  is  to  be  faithful  and 
fecret,  and  not  to  reveal  this  matter,  till  we  difclofe 
it  to  the  family  ourfelves. 

Betty.  Me  reveal  it ! — if  I  fay  a  word,  I  wiih  I  may 
be  burned.  I  wou'd  not  do  you  any  harm  for  the 
world— And  as  for  Mr.  Lovewell,  I  am  fure  I  have 
loved  the  dear  gentleman  ever  fmce  he  got  a  tide- 
waiter's  place  for  my  brother— But  let  me  tell  you 
both,    you  muit  leave  off  your  foft  looks  to  each 

other. 


A    C  O  M  E  D  Y.  3 

other,  and  your  whifpers,  and  your  glances,  and  your 
always  fitting  next  to  one  another  at  dinner,  and  your 
long  walks  together  in  the  evening— For  my  part,  if 
I  had  not  been  in  the  fecret,  I  fhou'd  have  known 
you  were  a  pair  of  loviers  at  leaft,  if  not  man  and 
wife,  as 

Fanny.  See  there  now  !   again.     Pray  be  careful. 

Betty.  Well— well— nobody  hears  me.— Man  and 
wife- --I'll  fay  fo  no  more— what  I  tell  you  is  very  true 
for  all  that— 

Love-well,  [calling  within.']  William  ! 

Betty.  Hark  !   I  hear  your  hufband— 

Fanny.  What ! 

Betty.  I  fay,  here  comes  Mr.  Lovewell— Mind  the 
caution  I  give  you-- -I'll  be  whipped  now,  if  you  are 
not -the  fir  It  perfon  he  fees  or  fpeaks  to  in  the  family— 
However,  if  you  chufe  it,  it's  nothing  at  all  to  me— 
as  you  fow,  you  muft  reap---as  you  brew,  fo  you  muft 
.bake. — I'll  e'en  (lip  down  the  back-ftairs,  and  leave 
you  together.  [Exit, 

Fanny  alone. 

I  fee,  I  fee  I  (hall  never  have  a  moment's  eafe  till 
our  marriage  is  made  publick.  New  diftrefjes  croud 
in  upon  me  every  day.  The  foliicitude  of  my  mind 
finks  my  fpirits,  preys  upon  my  health,  and  deftroys 
every  comfort  of  my  life.  It  fhall  be  revealed,  kc 
what  will  be  the  confequence. 

Enter  Lovewell. 

Lovew.  My  love  !  —  How's  this  ?  -—  In  tears  ?  — 
Indeed  this  is  too  much.  You  promifed  me  to  fup- 
port  your  fpirits,  and  to  wait  the  determination  of 
our  fortune  with  patience.— For  my  fake,  for  your 
own,  be  comforted  !  Why  will  you  ftudy  to  add  to 
our  uneafinefs  and  perplexity  ? 

Fanny.  Oh,  Mr.  Lovewell !  the  indelicacy  of  a 
fecret  marriage  grows  every  day  more  and  more  mock- 
ing to  me.  I  walk  about  the  houffe  like  a  guilty 
wretch  :  I  imagine  myfelf  the  object  of  the  fufpicion 
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of  the  whole  family  •,  and  am  under  the  perpetual 
terrors  of  a  fhameful  detection. 

Lovew.  Indeed,  indeed,  you  are  to  blame.  The 
amiable  delicacy  of  your  temper,  and  your  quick 
fenfibility,  only  ferve  to  make  you  unhappy. — To 
clear  up  this  affair  properly  to  Mr.  Sterling,  is  the 
continual  employment  of  my  thoughts.  Every  thing 
now  is  in  a  fair  tram.  It  begins  to  grow  ripe  for  a 
difcovery  •,  and  I  have  no  doubt  of  its  concluding  to 
the  fatisfaction  of  ourfelves,  of  your  father,  and  the 
whole  family. 

Fanny.  End  how  it  will,  I  am  refolved  it  mall  end 
foon— very  foon.— I  wou'd  not  live  another  week  in 
this  agony  of  mind  to  be  miltrefs  of  the  univerfe. 

Lovew.  Do  not  be  too  violent  neirher.  Do  not  let 
us  difturb  the  joy  of  your  fitter's  marriage  with  the 
tumult  this  matter  may  occafion  !— I  have  brought 
letters  from  Lord  Ogleby  and  Sir  John  Melvil  to 
Mr.  Sterling.— They  will  be  here  this  evening — and3 
I  dare  fay,  within  this  hour. 

Fanny.  I  am  forry  for  it. 

Lovew.  Why  lb  ? 

Fanny.  No  matter— Only  let  us  difclofe  our  marri- 
age immediately  ! 

Lovew.-  As  foon  as  poiTible. 

Fanny.  But  directly. 

Lovew.  In  a  few  days,  you  may  depend  on  it. 

Fanny.  To-night— or  to-morrow  morning. 

Lovew.  That,  I  fear,  will  be  impracticable. 

Fanny.  Nay,  but  you  mult. 

Lovew.  Mull !  why  ? 

Fanny.  Indeed,  you  mull.-- -I  have  the  moll  alarm- 
ing reafons  for  it. 

Lovew.  Alarming  indeed  !  for  they  alarm  me,  even 
before  I  am  acquainted  with  them — What  are  they  ? 

Fanny.  I  cannot  tell  you. 

Lcvew.  Not  tell  me  ? 

Fanny.  Not  at  prefent.  When  all  is  fettled,  you 
mall  be  acquainted  with  every  thing. 

Lovew. 
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Lovew.  Sorry  they  are  coming! — Muft  be  dis- 
covered !—  What  can  this  mean  !— Is  it  poffible  you 
can  have  any  reafons  that  need  be  concealed  from 
me? 

Fanny.  Do  not  difturb  yourfelf  with  conjectures  — 
but  reft  allured,  that  though  you  are  unable  to  di- 
vine the  caufe,  the  confequence  of  a  difcovery,  be 
it  what  it  will,  cannot  be  attended  with  half  the 
miferies  of  the  prefent  interval. 

Lovew.  You  put  me  upon  the  rack. — I  wou'd  do 
any  thing  to  make  you  eafy. — But  you  know  your 
father's  temper. — Money  (you  will  excufe  my  frank- 
nefs)  is  the  fpring  of  all  his  actions,  which  nothing 
but  the  idea  of  acquiring  nobility  or  magnificence 
can  ever  make  him  forego — and  thefe  he  thinks  his 
money  will  purchafe.— You  know  too  your  aunt's, 
Mrs.  Heidelberg's,  notions  of  the  fplendor  of  high 
life,  her  contempt  for  every  thing  that  does  not 
relifh  of  what  Ihe  calls  Quality,  and  that  from  the 
vaft  fortune  in  her  hands,  by  her  late  hufband,  ihe 
abiblutely  governs  Mr.  Sterling  and  the  whole  family : 
now,  if  they  fhould  come  to  the  knowledge  of  this 
affair  too  abruptly,  they  might,  perhaps,  be  incenfed 
beyond  all  hopes  of  reconciliation. 

Fanny.  But  if  they  are  made  acquainted  with  it 
otherwife  than  by  ourfelves,  it  will  be  ten  times 
worfe :  and  a  difcovery  grows  every  day  more  pro- 
bable. The  whole  family  have  long  fufpecled  our 
arledion.  We  are  alfo  in  the  power  of  a  foolifh 
maid-fervant  •,  and  if  we  may  even  depend  on  her 
fidelity,  we  cannot  anfwer  for  her  difcretion. — Dis- 
cover it  therefore  immediately,  left  fome  accident 
fhould  bring  it  to  light,  and  involve  us  in  additional 
difgrace. 

Lovew.  Well — well — I  meant  to  difcover  it  foon, 
but  would  not  do  it  too  precipitately. — I  have  more 
than  once  founded  Mr.  Sterling  about  it,  and  will 
attempt  him  more  ferioufly  the  next  opportunity. 
But  my  principal  hopes  are  thefe. — My  relationfhip 
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to  Lord  Ogleby,  and  his  having  placed  me  with  your 
father,  have  been,  you  know,  the  firft  links  in  the 
chain  of  this  connection  between  the  two  families  ; 
in  confequen.ee  of  which,  I  am  at  prefent  in  high 
favour  with  all  parties  :  while  they  all  remain  thus 
well-affected  to  me,  I  propofe  to  lay  our  cafe  before 
the  old  Lord ;  and  if  I  can  prevail  on  him  to  me- 
diate in  this  affair,  1  make  no  doubt  but  he  will  be 
able  to  appeafe  your  father:,  and,  being  a  lord  and 
a  man  of  quality,  I  am  fure  he  may  bring  Mrs. 
Heidelberg  into  good-humour  at  any  time. — Let  me 
beg  you,  therefore,  to  have  but  a  little  patience,  ass 
you  fee,  we  are  upon  the  very  eve  of '  a  difcovery, 
that  muft  probably  be  to  our  advantage, 

Fanny.  Manage  it  your  own  way.  I  am  per- 
fuaded. 

Lovew,  But  in  the  mean  time  make  yourfelf  eafy. 

Fanny.  As  eafy  as  1  can,  I  will.—- We  had  better 
not  remain  together  any  longer  at  prefent. — Think 
of  this  bufmefs,  and  let  me  know  how  you  proceed, 

Lovew.  Depend  on  my  care!  But,  pray,  be 
ehearfuk 

Fanny.  I  will. 


'V 


As  Jbe  is  going  out,  Enter  Sterling. 

Sterl.  Hey-day !   who  have  we  got  here  t- 

Fanny.  [confufed.~]  Mr,  Lovewell,  Sir !       ■    : 

Sterl.  And  where  are  you  going,  hurley! 

Fanny.  To  my  filler's  chamber.  Sir!  [Exit. 

Sterl.  Ah,  Lovewell !  What !  always  getting  my 
foolifh  girl  yonder  into  a  corner  '—-Well— well— lee 
us  but  once  fee  her  elder  fifter  fail- married  to  Sir 
John  Melvil,  we'll  foon  provide  a  good  hufband  for 
Fanny,  I  warrant  you. 

Lovew.  Wou'd  to  heaven,  Sir,  you  would  provide 
her  one  of  my  recommendation  ! 

Sterl.  Yourfelf?  eh,  Lovewell ! 

Lovew.  With  your  pleaiure,  Sir  ! 

Sterl.  Mighty  well ! 
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Lovew.  And  I  flatter  myfelf,  that  fuch  a  prcpofal 
would  not  be  very  disagreeable  to  Mil's  Fanny. 

Sterl.  Better  and  better! 

Lovew.  And  if  I  could  but  obtain  your  confent, 
Sir 

Sterl.  What!  you  marry  Fanny! — no — no— '-that 
will  never  do,  Lovewell! — You're  a  good  boy,  to  be 
fure — I  have  a  great  value  for  you — but  can't  think 
of  you  for  a  fon-in-law. — There's  no  Stuff  in  the  cafe, 
no  money,  Loveweli ! 

Lovew.  My  pretentions  to  fortune,  indeed,  are 
but  moderate :  but  though  not  equal  to  fplendor, 
fufncient  to  keep  us  above  diftrefs. — Add  to  which, 
that  I  hope  by  diligence  to  increafe  it — and  have 
love,  honour — - 

Sterl.  But  not  the  Stuff,  Lovewell! — Add  one  little 
round  o  to  the  fum  total  of  your  fortune,  and  that 
will  be  the  fineft  thing  you  can  fay  to  me. — You 
know  I've  a  regard  for  you— would  do  any  thing  to 
ferve  you — any  thing  on  the  footing  of  friendfhip — 
but 

Lovew.  If  you  think  me  worthy  of  your  friend- 
ship, Sir,  be  allured,  that  there  is  no  inftance  in 
which  I  mould  rate  your  friendship  fo  highly. 

Sterl.  Pfha !  pfha !  that's  another  thing,  you 
know.  —  Where  money  or  interefc  is  concerned, 
friendfhip  is  quite  out  of  the  queftion. 

Lovew.  But  where  the  happinefs  of  a  daughter  is 
at  ftake,  you  wou'd  not  fcruple,  fure,  to  facrifice  a 
little  to  xher  inclinations. 

Sterl.  Inclinations!  why,  you  wou'd  not  perfuade 
me  that  the  girl  is  in  love  with  you — eh,  Lovewell ! 

Lovew.  I  cannot  abfolutely  anfwer  for  Mifs  Fanny, 
Sir  ;  but  am  Hire  that  the  chief  happinefs  or  mifery 
of  my  life  depends  entirely  upon  her, 

Sterl.  Why,  indeed  now  if  your  kinfman,  Lord 
Ogleby,  would  come  down  handibmely  for  you— 
but  that's  impoflible — No,  no— 'twill  never  do — I 
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mult  hear  no  more  of  this — Com?,  Love  well,  pro- 
mife me  that  I  mall  hear  no  more  of  this. 

Lovew.  \kejitating.']  I  am  afraid,  Sir,  I  fhou'd  not 
be  able  to  keep  my  word  with  you,  if  I  did  promife 
you.  . 

Sterl.  Why  you  wou'd  not  offer  to  marry  her 
without  my  confent  ?  wou'd  you,  Love  well ! 

Ldmw.  Marry  her,  Sir!  [confufed. 

Sterl.  Ay,  marry  her,  Sir! — I  know  very  well  that 
a  warm  fpeech  or  two  from  fuch  a  dangerous  young 
ipark,  as  you  are,  will  go  much  farther  towards  per- 
iuading  a  filly  girl  to  do  what  fhe  has  more  than  a 
month's  mind  to  do,  than  twenty  grave  lectures 
from  fathers  or  mothers,  or  uncles  or  aunts,  to  pre- 
vent her. — But  you  wou'd  not,  lure,  be  fuch  a  bafe 
fellow,  fuch  a  treacherous  young  rogue,  as  to  feduce 
my  daughter's  affections,  and  deftroy  the  peace  of 
my  family  in  that  manner. — I  muft  infill  on  it,  that 
you  give  me  your  word  not  to  marry  her  without  my 
confent. 

Lovew.  Sir — I — I — as  to  that — I — I — I  beg,  Sir-— 
Pray,  Sir,  excufe  me  on  this  fubject.  at  prefent. 

Sterl.  Promife  then,  that  you  will  carry  this  matter 
no  further  without  my  approbation. 

Lovezu.  You  may  depend  on  it,  Sir,  that  it  mall 
go  no  further. 

Sterl.  Well— well-— that's  enough— I'll  take  care 
of  the  reft,  I  warrant  you. — Come,  come,  let's  have 
done  with  this  nonfenfe  ! — What's  doing  in  town? — 
Any  news  upon  'Change  ? 

Loveiu.  Nothing  material. 

Sterl.  Have  you  feen  the  currants,  the  foap,  and 
Madeira,  iafe  in  the  warehoufes  ?    Have    you  com- 
pared the  goods  with  the  invoice  and  bills  of  lading, 
and  are  they  all  right? 
Love-w.  They  are,  Sir ! 

Sterl.  And  how  are  frocks  ? 

Lovew.  Fell  ©ne  and  a,n  half  this  morning. 

Sterl. 
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Sterl.  Well— well— fome  good  news  from  America, 
and  they'll  be  up  again. — But  how  are  Lord  Ggleby 
and  Sir  John  Mclvil?  When  are  we  to  expe& 
them  ? 

Lovew.  Very  foon,  Sir!  I  came  on  purpofe  tor 
bring  you  their  commands.  Here  are  letters  from 
both  of  them.  [giving  letters. 

Sterl.  Let  me  fee — let  me  fee — 'Slife,  how  his 
Lordfhip's  letter  is  perfumed! — It  takes  my  breath 
awayt — [opening  it.]  And  French  paper  too!  with 
a  fine  border  of  flowers  and  flourifhes — and  a  fiippery 
glofs  on  it  that  dazzles  one's  eyes. — My  dear  Mr. 
Sterling. — [reading.'] — Mercy  on  me!  His  Lordfhip 
writes  a  worfe  hand  than  a  boy  at  his  exercife — 
But- how's  this  ? — Eh! — with  you  to-night — [reading.] 
— Lawyers  to-morrow  morning  —  To-night !  —  that's 
fudden  indeed. — Where's  my  filler  Heidelberg? 
ihe  fhou'd  know  of  this  immediately. — Here,  John! 
Harry!  Thomas!  [calling  the  fervants.]  Hark  ye, 
Lovewell ! 
Lovew.  Sir ! 

Sterl.  Mind  now,  how  I'll  entertain  his  Lordfhip 
and  Sir  John — We'll  ihew  your  fellows  at  the  other 
end  of  the  town  how  we  live  in  the  city—They  mall 
eat  gold — and  drink  gold — and  lie  in  gold — Here 
cook!  butler!  [calling.]  What  fignifies  your  birth 
and  education,  and  titles?  Money,  money,  that's 
the  fluff  that  makes  the  great  man  in  this  country. 
Lovew.  Very  true,  Sir! 

Sterl.  True,  Sir? — Why  then  have  done  with 
your  nonfenie  of  love  and  matrimony.  You're  not 
rich  enough  to  think  of  a  wife  yet.  A  man  of 
bulinefs  fhou'd  mind  nothing  but  his  bufinefs. — 
Where  are  thefe  fellows?  John!  Thomas!  [calling.] 
— Get   an   eflate,  and  a  wife  will  follow  of  courle. 

Ah!    Lovewell!     an  Englifli  merchant   is  the 

mofl  refpeflable  character  in  the  univerfe.     'Slife, 

pian,  a  rich  Englifh  merchant  may  make  himfelf  a 

1  match 
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match  for  the  daughter  of  a  Nabob. — Where  are  all 
my  rafeals?  Here,  William!  [Exit  calling. 

Lovewell  alone. 

Sol — As  I  fufpefted. — Quite  averfe  to  the  match, 
and  likely  to  receive  the  news  of  it  with  great  dif- 
pleafure.— What's  bell  to  be  done?— Let  me  fee !  — 
Suppofe  I  get  Sir  John  Melvil  to  intereft  himfelf 
in  this  affair.  He  may  mention  it  to  Lord  Ogleby 
with  a  better  grace  than  I  can,  and  more  probably 
prevail  on  him  to  interfere  in  it.  I  can  open  my  mind 
alio  more  freely  to  Sir  John.  He  told  me,  when  I 
left  him  in  town,  that  he  had  fomething  of  confe- 
quence  to  communicate,  and  that  I  could  be  of  uie 
to  him.  I  am  glad  of  it :  for  the  confidence  he 
repofes  in  me,  and  the  fervice  I  may  do  him,  will 
eniure  me  his  good  offices. — Poor  Fanny !  It  hurts 
me  to  fee  her  fo  uneafy,  and  her  making  a  my  fiery 
of  the  caufe  adds  to  my  anxiety.— Something  mufl  be 
done  upon  her  account;  for  at  all  events,  her  folli- 
ckud  email  be  removed.  [Exit. 

Scene  changes  to  another  chamber. 
Enter  Mils  Sterling,  and  Mifs  Fanny. 

Mifs  Sterl.  Oh,  my  dear  lifter,  fay  no  more !  This 
is  downright  hypocrify.— -You  mall  never  convince 
me  that  you  don't  envy  me  beyond  meafure.-'-WelL, 
after  all  it  is  extremely  natural-— It  is  impoffible  to 
be  angry  with  you. 

Fanny.  Indeed,  lifter,  you  have  no  caufe. 

Mifs  Sterl.  And  you  really  pretend  not  to  envy 
ms  ? 

Fanny.  Not  in  the  leafl. 

Mifs  Sterl.  And  you  don't  in  the  leafl  w-ifh  that 
ycu  was  juft  in  my  fituation  ? 

Fanny.  No,  indeed,  I  don't.     Why  mould  I? 

Mifs  Sterl.  Why  mould  you?- -What!  on  the 
brink  of  marriage, ; -fortune,  title—But  I  had  forgot 

— There's 
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— There's  that  dear  fweet  creature  Mr.  Lovewell  in 
the  cafe.— You  would  not  break  your  faith  with 
your  true  love  now  for  the  world,  I  warrant  you. 

Fanny.  Mr.  Lovewell!— always  Mr.  Lovewell!--- 
Lord,  what  fignifies  Mr.  Lovewell,  filter  ? 

Mifs  Sterl.  Pretty  peevifh  foul!— Oh,  my  dear, 
grave,  romantick  lifter!— a  perfect  philofopher  in 
petticoats!— Love  and  a  cottage!— Eh,  Fanny!  — 
Ah,  give  me  indifference  and  a  coach  and  fix! 

Fanny.  And  why  not  the  coach  and  fix  without 
the  indifference  ?— But,  pray,  when  is  this  happy 
marriage  of  your's  to  be  celebrated?---!  long  to  give 
you  joy. 

Mifs  Sterl.  In  a  day  or  two— I  can't  tell  exactly.— 
Oh,  my  dear  fifter !— I  muft  mortify  her  a  little. 
\ajide.~] — I  know  you  have  a  pretty  tafte,  Pray,  give 
me  your  opinion  of  my  jewels. — How  d'ye  like  the 
flile  of  this  efclavage?  [Jhewing  jewels. 

Fanny.  Extremely  handfome  indeed,  and  well 
fancied. 

Mifs  Sterl.  What  d'ye  think  of  thefe  bracelets  ? 
J  mall  have  a  miniature  of  my  father,  fet  round 
with  diamonds,  to  one,  and  Sir  John's  to  the  other. 
— And  this  pair  of  ear-ringsJ  fet  tranfparent ! — here, 
the  tops,  you  fee,  will  take  off  to  wear  in  a  morn- 
ing, or  in  an  nndrefs — how  d'ye  like  them  ? 

[f/jews  jewels. 

Fanny.  Very  much,  I  a  fib  re  you  —  Bleis  me  \ 
fifter,  you  have  a  prodigious  quantity  of  jewels — 
you'll  be  the  very  Queen  of  Diamonds. 

Mifs  Sterl.  Ha!  ha!  ha!  very  well',  my  dear!— - 
I  fhall  be  as  fine  as  a  little  queen  indeed. — I  have  a 
bouquet  to  come  home  to-morrow— made  up  of 
diamonds,  and  rubies,  and  emeralds,  and  topazes, 
and  amethyfts— jewels  of  all  colours,  green,  red," 
blue,  yellow,  intermixt — the  prettied  thing  you  ever 
faw  in  your  life ' — The  jeweller  lays  I  fhall  iht  out 
with  as  many  diamonds  as  any  body  in  town,  except 
2  Lady 
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Lady  Brilliant,  and    Polly   What   d'ye-call-it,    Lord 
Squander's  kept  miftrefs. 

Fanny.  But  what  are  your  wedding-cloaths,  filler? 

Mifs  Sterl.  Oh,  white  and  filver  to  be  fure,  you 
know. — I  bought  them  at  Sir  Jofeph  Luteftrino-'s 
and  fat  above  an   hour  in  the  parlour    behind  the 
mop,  confuking  Lady  Luteftring   about  gold   and 
filver  fluffs,  on  purpofe  to  mortify  her. 

Fanny.  Fie,  filler!  how  could  you  be  fo  abomina- 
bly provoking  ? 

Mifs  Sterl.  Oh,  I  have  no  patience  with  the  pride 
of  your  city-knights'  ladies. — Did  you  never  obferve 
the  airs  of  Lady  Luteftring  drefl  in  the  richefl 
brocade  out  of  her  hufband's  (hop,  playing  crown- 
whiil  at  Haberdafher's-Hall  ? — While  the  civil  fmirk- 
ing  Sir  jofeph,  with  a  fmug  wig  trimmed  round  his 
bread  face  as  clofe  as  a  new-cut  yew-hedge,  and  his 
fhocs  fo  black  that  they  mine  again,  Hands  all  day 
in  his  fhop,  faftened  to  his  counter  like  a  bad 
Shilling? 

Fanny.  Indeed,  indeed,  filler,  this  is  too  much — If 
you  talk  at  this  rate,  you  will  be  abfolutely  a  bye-word 
in  the  city — Yqii  muft  never  venture  on  the  infide  of 
Temple-Bar  again. 

Mifs  Sterl  Never  do  I  defire  it — never,  my  dear 
Fanny,  I  promife  you. — Oh,  how  I  long  to  be  tranf- 
ported  to  the  dear  regions  of  Grofvenor-Square — far 
-—far  from  the  dull  diftricls  of  Alderfgate,  Cheap, 
Candlewick,  and  Farringdon  Without  and  Within ! 
-  -My  heart  goes  pit-a-pat  at  the  very  idea  of  being 
introduced  at  court!— gilt  chariot! — pyeballed  hor- 
fes!—  laced  liveries!— and  then  the  whifpers  buzzing 
round  the  circle — "  Who  is  that  young  Lady!  Who  is 
me?"— "  Lady  Melvil,  Ma'am '."—Lady  Melvil! 
my  ears  tingle  at  the  found.— And  then  at  dinner, 
inftead  of  my  farther  perpetually  afking — "  Any 
news  upon 'Change  ?" — to  cry — well,  Sir  John!  any 
thing  new  from  Arthur's  ?--- or — to  fay  to  fome  other 
woman  of  quality,  was  your  Ladyfnip  at  the  Dut- 

chefs 
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chefs  of  Rubber's  laft  night  ? — Did  you  call  in  at 
Lady  Thunder's?  In  the  immenfity  of  croud  I  fvvear 
I  did  not  fee  you — fcarce  a  foul  at  the  opera  laft  Satur- 
day— fhall  I  fee  you  at  Carlifk-Houfe  next  Thurfday  ? 
— Oh,  the  dear  Beau-Monde !  I  was  born  to  move  in 
the  fphere  of  the  great  world. 

Fanny.  And  fo,  in  the  midft  of  all  this  happinefs, 
you  have  no  companion  for  me — no  pity  for  us  poor 
mortals  in  common  life. 

Mifs  Sterl.  [affettedly  .~\  You  ? — You're  above  pity. 
—You  would  not  change  conditions  with  me — you're 
over  head  and  ears  in  love,  you  know. — Nay,  for 
that  matter,  if  Mr.  Lovewell  and  you  come  together, 
as  I  doubt  not  you  will,  you  will  live  very  com- 
fortably, I  dare  fay. — He  will  mind  his  bufinefs — 
you'll  employ  yourfelf  in  the  delightful  care  of  your 
family — and  once  in  a  feafon  perhaps  you'll  fit  toge- 
ther in  a  front-box  at  a  benefit  play,  as  we  ufed  to  do 
at  our  dancing-mafter's,  you  know — and  perhaps  I 
may  meet  you  in  the  fummer  with  fome  other 
citizens  at  Tunbridge.— -For  my  part,  I  fhall  always 
entertain  a  proper  regard  for  my  relations. — You 
fha'n't  want  my  countenance,  I  allure  you. 

Fanny.  Oh,  you're  too  kind,  filter* 

Enter  Mrs.  Heidelberg. 

Mrs.  Heidel.  [at  entring!\  Here  this  evening! — 
I  vow  and  perteit  we  fhall  fcarce  have  time  to  provide 
for  them — Oh,  my  dear!  [to  Mifs  Sterl.']  I  am  glad 
to  fee  you're  not  quite  in  difh-abille.  Lord  Ogleby 
and  Sir  John  Melvil  will  be  here  to-night. 

Mifs  Sterl.  To-night,  Ma'am  ? 

Mrs.  Heidel.  Yes,  my  dear,  to-night. — Do,  put 
on  a  fmarter  cap,  and  change  thofe  ordinary  ruffles! 
—Lord,  I  have  fuch  a  deal  to  do,  I  fhall  fcarce  have 
time  to  flip  on  my  Italian  luteftring. — Where  is 
this  dawdle  of  a  houfekeeper  ? — [Enter  Mrs.  Trujly.] 
Ob,  here,  Trufty !  do  you  know  that  people  of  qua- 
laty  are  expected  here  this  evening  ? 

Truflv, 
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cTrufty.  Yes,  Ma'am. 

Mrs.  Heidel.  Weil — Do  you  be  fure  now  that  every- 
thing is  done  in  the  mod  genteeleft  manner — and  to 
the  honour  of  the  fammaly, 

Trufty.  Yes,  Ma'am. 

Mrs.  Heidd.  Weil — but  mind  what  I  fay  to  you. 

Trufty.  Yes,  Ma'am. 

Mrs.  Heidel.  His  Lordfhip  is  to  lie  in  the  chintz- 
bedchamber— d'ye  hear  ?-— And  Sir  John  in  the  blue 
damaflc  room — His  Lordfliip's  valet-de-ihamb  in  the 
oppofite 

Trufty.  But  Mr.  Lovewell  is.  come  down — and  you 
know  that's  his  room,  Ma'am. 

Mrs.  Heidel.  Well — well-— Mr.  Lovewell  may  make 
fhift — or  get  a  bed  at  the  George-— But  hark  ye, 
Trufty ! 

Trufty.  Ma'am! 

Mrs.  Heidel.  Get  the  great  dining-room  in  order 
as  foon  as  poffable.  Unpaper  the  curtains,  take  the 
civers  off  the  conch  and  the  chairs,  and  put  the 
china  figures  on. the  mantle-piece  immediately* 

Trufty.  Yes,  Ma'am. 

Mrs.  Heidel.  Be  gone  then!  fly,  this  inftant! — 
Where's  my  brother  Sterling 

Trufty.  Talking  to  the  butler,  Ma'am. 

Mrs.  Heidel.  Very  well.  [Exit  Trufty.]  Mifs 
Fanny  !— I  perteft  I  did  not  fee  you  before— -Lord, 
child,  what's  the  matter  with  you  ? 

Fanny.  With  me  ?    Nothing,  Ma'am. 

Mrs.  Heidel.  Blefs  me  !  Why  your  face  is  as  pale, 
and  black,  and  yellow—of  fifty  colours,  I  perteft.--- 
And  then  you  have  dreft  yourfelf  as  loofe  and  as  big — 
I  declare  there  is  not  fuch  a  thing  to  be  feen  now,  as  a 
young  woman  with  a  fine  waift—  You  all  make  your- 
feives  as  round  as  Mrs.. Deputy  Barter.  Go,  child  !--„ 
You  know  the  qualaty  will  be  here  by  and  by— Go, 
and  make  yourfelf  a  little  more  fit  to  be  feen.  [Exit 
Fanny.]  She  is  gone  away  in  tears— -abfolutely  cry- 
ins:,  I  vow  and  perteil,-— This  ridicalous  Love  !    we 

rnuft 


A    COMEDY.  15 

muft  put  a  flop  to  it.     It  makes  a  perfect  nataral  of 
the  girl. 

Mifs  Sterl.  Poor  foul !  me  can't  help  it.   {affefiedly. 

Mrs.  Heidel.  Well,  my  dear  !  Now  I  mall  have  an 
opportoonity  of  convincing  you  of  the  abfurdity  of 
what  you  was  telling  me  concerning  Sir  John  Mel- 
vil's  behaviour  to  you. 

Mifs  Sterl.  Oh,  it  gives  me  no  manner  of  uneafi- 
nefs.  But,  indeed,  Ma'am,  I  cannot  be  perfuaded 
but  that  Sir  John  is  an  extremely  cold  lover.  Such 
diftant  civility,  grave  looks,  and  lukewarm  profeffions 
of  elteem  for  me  and  the  whole  family  !  I  have  heard 
of  flames  and  darts,  but  Sir  John's  is  a  pallion  of 
mere  ice  and  fnow. 

Mrs.  Heidel.  Oh,  fie,  my  dear !  I  am  perfetly 
afhamed  of  you.  That's  fo  like  the  notions  of  your 
poor  filler  !  What  you  complain  of  as  eoldnefs  and 
indifFarence,  is  nothing  but  the  extreme  gentilaty  of 
his  addrefs,  an  exact  pictur  of  the  manners  of  qua- 
laty. 

Mifs  Sterl.  Oh,  he  is  the  very  mirror  of  complai- 
fance  !  full  of  formal  bows  and  fet  fpeeches !— I  de- 
'  clare,  if  there  was  any  violent  pallion  on  my  fide,  I 
mould  be  quite  jealous  of  him. 

Mrs.  Heidel.  I  fay  jealus  indeed— Jealus  of  who, 
pray  ? 

Mifs  Sterl.  My  filler  Fanny.  She  feems  a  much 
greater  favourite  than  I  am,  and  he  pays  her  infinite- 
ly more  attention,  I  allure  you. 

Mrs.  Heidel.  Lord !  d'ye  think  a  man  of  fafhion, 
as  he  is,  can't  diftinguiih  between  the  genteel  and  the 
wulgar  part  of  the  famaly  ?— Between  you  and  your 
filter,  for  inftance— or  me  and  my  brother  ?--- Be  ad- 
vifed  by  me,  child !  It  is  all  pulitenefs  and  good- 
breeding.— Nobody  knows  the  qualaty  better  than 
I  do. 

Mifs  Sterl.  In  my  mind  the  old  lord,  his  uncle, 
has  ten  times  more  gallantry  about  him  than  Sir 
John,     He  is  full  of  attentions  to  the  ladies,  and 

fmiles, 
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fmiles,  and  grins,  and  leers,  and  ogles,  and  fills  every 
wrinkle  in  his  old  wizen  face  with  comical  expreflions 
of  tendernefs.  I  think  he  wou'd  make  an  admirable 
fweetheart. 

Enter  Sterling. 

Sterl.  [at  entring.~\  No  fifli  ?— Why  the  pond  was 
dragged  but  yefterday  morning— There's  carp  and 
tench  in  the  boat.— Pox  on'r,  if  that  dog  Lovewell 
had  any  thought,  he  wou'd  have  brought  down  a 
turbo t,  or  fome  of  the  land- carriage  mackarel. 

Mrs.  Heidcl.  Lord,  brother,  I  am  afraid  his  lord- 
ihip and  Sir  John  will  not  arrive  while  it's  light. 

Sterl.  I  warrant  you. --But,  pray,  filler  Heidelberg, 
let  the  turtle  be  dreH  to-morrow,  and  ibme  venifon — 
and  let  the  gardener  cut  fome  -pine-apples— and  get 
out  fome  ice.— I'll  anfwer  for  wine,  I  warrant  you — 
I'll  give  them  fuch  a  glafs  of  Champagne  as  they  ne- 
ver drank  in  their  lives-— no,  not  at  a  Duke's  table. 

Mrs.  Heidel.  Pray  now,  brother,  mind  how  you 
behave.  I  am  always  in  a  fright  about  you  with 
people  of  qualaty.  Take  care  that  you  don't  fall 
aileep  directly  after  fupper,  as  you  commonly  do. 
Take  a  good  deal  of  fnuff ;  and  that  will  keep  you 
awake.— And  don't  burft  out  with  your  horrible  loud 
horfe-laughs.    It  is  monftrous  wulgar. 

Sterl.  Never  fear,  filler!— -Who  have  we  here  ? 

Mrs,  Heidel.  It  is  Monf.  Cantoon,  the  Swim  gentle- 
man, that  lives  with  his  Lordihip,  I  vow  and  perteft. 

Enter  Canton. 

SterL  Ah,  Mounfeer  !  your  fervant.— I  am  very 
glad  to  fee  you,  Mounfeer. 

Canton.  Moili  oblige  to  Monf.  Sterling.— Ma'am, 
I  am  yours — Matemoifelle,  I  am  yours,  [bowing  round. 

Mrs.  Heidel.  Your  humble  fervant,  Mr.  Cantoon  ! 

Canton.  I  kifs  your  hands,  Matam ! 

Sterl.  Well,  Mounfeer  !--and  what  news  of  your 
good  family ! — when  are  we  to  fee  his  Lordihip  and 
Sir  John  ? 

Canton, 
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Canton.  Monf.  Sterling!  Milor  Ogelby  and  Sir 
Jean  Melvile  will  be  here  in  one  quarter-hour. 

Sterl.  I  am  glad  to  hear  it. 

Mrs.  Heidel.  O,  I  am  perdigious  glad  to  hear  it.; 
Being  fo  late  I  was  afeard  of  fome  accident. — Will 
you  pleafe  to  have  any  thing,  Mr,  Cantoon,  after 
your  journey  ? 

Canton.  No,  I  tank  you,  Ma'am. 

Mrs.  Heidel.  Shall  I  go  and  fhew  you  the  apart- 
ments, Sir? 

Canton.  You  do  me  great  honeur,  Ma'am, 

Mrs.  Heidel.  Come  then! — come,  my  dear!  [to 
Mifs  Sterling.]  [Exeunt. 

Manent  Sterling. 

Sferl.  Pox  on't,  it's  almofl  dark — It  will  be  toolate 
to  go  round  the  garden  this  evening. — However,  I 
will  carry  them  to  take  a  peep  at  my  fine  canal  at 
leaft,  1  am  determined,  [Exit, 


A  C  T     II.      S  C  E  N  E     I. 

SCENE  an  anti-chamber  to  Lord  OglebyV  bed- 
chamber— -'Table  with  chocolate^  and  fmall  cafe  for 
medicines. 

Enter  Brum,  my  Lord's  valet-de-chambre,  and  Sterling'.? 
chamber-maid* 

BruJh.\T OU  (hall  flay,  my  dear,  I  infill  upon  it. 

X     Ch.  Maid.  Nay,   pray,  Sir,   don't  be   fo 
pofitive  ;  I  can't  flay  indeed. 

Brujh.  You  fhall  take  one  cup  to  our  better  ac- 
quaintance. 

Ch.  Maid.  I  feldom  drinks  chocolate ;  and  if  I  did, 
one  has  no  fatisfaftion,  with  fuch  apprehenfions  about 
one  — if  my  Lord  fhould  wake,  or  the  Swim  gentle- 
man mould  fee  one,  or  Madam  Heidelberg  mould 
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know  of  it,T  fhould  be  frighted  to  death— befides,  I 
have  had  my    tea  already  this  morning— I'm  fure  I 
hear  my  Lord.  [in  a  fright a 

BrujJj.  No,  no,  Madam,  don't  flutter  yourfelf— 
the  moment  my  Lord  wakes,  he  rings  his  bell,, 
which  I  aniwer  fooner  or  later,  as  k  fuits  my  conve- 
nience. 

Ch.  Maid.  But  mould  he  come  upon  us  without 
ringing  — 

Brufi).  I'll  forgive  him  if  he  does — This  key  [takes 
a  phial  out  of  the  cafe.]  locks  him  up  till  I  pleaie  to 
let  him  out. 

Ch.  Maid.  Law,  Sir!  that's  potecary's-ftuff. 

Brujh.  It  is  fo— but  without  this  he  can  no  more 
get  out  of  bed— -than  he  can  read  without  fpeclacles-— 
[ftps.]  What  with  qualms,  age,  rheumatifm,  and  a 
tew  furfeits  in  his  youth,  he  mull  have  a  great  deal 
of  bruming,  oyling,  fcrewing,  and  winding  up  to 
fet  him  a  going  for  the  day. 

Ch.  Maid,  [ftps.]  That's  prodigious  indeed— [ftps.] 
My  Lord  feems  quite  in  a  decay. 

Bruflo.  Yes,  he's  quite  a  fpeclacle,  [ftps.']  a  mere 
corpfe,  till  he  is  reviv'd  and  refefh'd  from  our  little 
magazine  here — When  the  reftorative  pills,  and  cor- 
dial waters  warm  his  ftomach,  and  get  into  his  head, 
vanity  frifks  in  his  heart,  and  then  he  fets  up  for,  the 
lover,  the  rake,  and  the  fine  gentleman. 

Ch.  Maid,  [ftps.]  Poor  gentleman!' — but  mould  the 
Swilh  gentleman  come  upon  us.  [frightened. 

Bruflo.  Why  then  the  Englifh  gentleman  would  be 
very  angry— No  foreigner  muft  break  in  upon  my 
privacy,  [ftps.]  But  I  can  allure  you  Monfieur  Canton 
is  otherwife  employ'd— -He  is  oblig'd  to  fkim  the 
cream  of  half  a  fcore  news- papers  for  my  Lord's 
breakfaft— ha,  ha,  ha.  Pray,  Madam,  drink  your 
cup  peaceably— My  Lord's  chocolate  is  remarkably 
good,  he  won't  touch  a  drop  but  what  comes  from 
Italy. 

Ch* 
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Ch.  Maid.  [fpping.]  'Tis  very  fine  indeed  !— [ftps.'] 
and  charmingly  perfum'd— it  fmells  for  all  the  world 
like  our  young  ladies  dreflin-g-boxes. 

Brujh.  You  have  an  excellent  tafte,  Madam,  and  I 
rnuft  beg  of  you  to  accept  of  a  few  cakes  for  your 
own  drinking,  [takes  'em  out  of  a  drawer  in  the  table.] 
and  in  return,  I  defire  nothing  but  to  tafte  the  per- 
fume of  your  lips — [kijfes  her.] — A  fmall  return  of 
favours,  Madam,  will  make,  I  hope,  this  country 
and  retirement  agreeable  to  both,  [he  bows,  Jhe 
curtfies.]  Your  young  ladies  are  fine  girls,  faith  : 
[ftps.]  tho'  upon  my  foul,  I  am  quite  of  my  old 
lord's  mind  about  them  ;  and  were  I  inclin'd  to  ma- 
trimony, I  mould  take  the  youngeft.  [ftps* 

Ch.  Maid.  Mifs  Fanny's  the  moft  afFableft  and  the 
rnoft  belt  nater'd  creter! 

Brujk.  And  the  eldeft  a  little  haughty  or  fo 

Ch.  Maid.  More  haughtier  and  prouder  than  Saturn 
himfelf—  but  this  I  fay  quite  confidential  to  you,  for 
one  would  not  hurt  a  young  lady's  marriage,  you 
know.  [ftps* 

Bruflj.  By  no  means,  but  you  can't  hurt  it  with 
us— we  don't  confider  tempers — we  want  money,  Mrs. 
Nancy— give  us  enough  of  that,  we'll  abate  you  a 
great  deal  in  other  particulars — ha,  ha,  ha.     « 

Ch.  Maid.  Blefs  me,  here's  fomebody — [bell  rings.] 
— O!  'tis  my  Lord — "Well,  yourfervant,  Mr.  Brufh — 
I'll  clean  the  cups  in  the  next  room. 

Brujh.  Do  fo— but  never  mind  the  bell— I  man't  go 
this  half  hour.  Will  you  drink  tea  with  me  in  the 
afternoon  ? 

0)  Maid.  Not  for  the  world,  Mr.  Brufh — I'll  be 

here  to  fet  all  things  to  rights — but  I  muft  not  drink 

tea  indeed— .-and  fo  your  fervant.  [Exit  Maid  with  tea- 

[Bell  rings  again.]  beard. 

Brujh.  It  is  impoffible  to-ftupify  one's  felf  in  the 
country  for  a  week  without  fome  little  flirting  with 
the  Abigails:  this  is  much  the  handfomeil  wench 
in  the  houfe,    except    the    old    citizen's    youngeft 
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daughter,  and  I  have  not  time  enough  to  lay  a  plan 
for  Her— [^  rings.]  And  now  I?ll  go  to  my  Lord, 
for  I  have  nothing  elfe  to  do.  [going. 

Enter  Canton  with  news-papers  in  his  hand. 

Cant.  Monfieur  Brum— Maiftre  Brum— My  Lor 
ilirra  yet  ? 

Brujh.  He  has  juft  rung  his  bell — I  am  going  to  him. 

Cant.  Depechez  vous  done.  [Exit  Brum. 

[puts  on  fpe 'Hades.]  I  wifh  de  Deviel  had  all  defe 
papiers— I  forger  as  fait,  as  I  read — De  Advertife 
put  out  of  my  head  de  Gazette,  de  Gazette  de 
Chronique,  and  fo  dey  all  go  l'un  apres  l'autre — I 
itiuft  get  fome  nouvefle  for  my  Lor,  or  he'll  be  en- 
rag-^e  contre  moi— Voyons ! — [reads  in  the  papers.] 

Here   is   noting   but  Anti-Sejanus  &  advertife r- 

Enter  Maid  with  chocolate  things. 
Vat  you  v'a'nt,  child?—— 

Ch.  Maid.  Only  the  chocolate  things,  Sir. 

Cant.  O  ver  well — dat  is  good  girl — and  ver  pric 
too!  [Exit  MaU. 

Lord  Ogleby  within. 

Lord  Ogle.  Canton,  he,  he — [coughs.] — Canton  ! 

Cant.  I  come,  my  Lor — vat  (hall  I  do  ? — I  have  no 
news— He  vil  make  great  tintamarre  ! — 

Lord  Ogle,  [within.]  Canton,  I  fay,  Canton  1 
Where  are  you  ?— ■ 

Enter  Lord  Ogleby  leaning  on  Brufh. 
Cant.  Here,  my  Lor  -3  I  afk  pardon,  my  Lor,  I  have 
not  finifh  de  papiers — 

Lord  Ogle.  Dem  your  pardon,  and  your  papers— -I 
want  you  here,  Canton. 

Cant.   Den  I  run,  dat  is  all — [Jhuffies  along— Lord 
Ogleby  leans  upon  Canton  too,  and  comes  forward. 
Lord  Ogle.  You  Swiis  are  the  moft  unaccountable 
•mixture—you  have  the  language  and  the  imperti- 
nence of  the  French,  with  the  lazinefs  of  Dutchmen. 

Cant* 
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Bant.  'Tis  very  true,  my  Lor — I  can't  help— 

Lord  Ogle,  [cries  out.]  O  Diavolo ! 

Cant.  You  are  not  in  pain,  I  hope,  my  Lor. 

Lord  Ogle,  Indeed  but  1  am,  my  Lor — That  vul- 
gar fellow  Sterling,1  with  his  city  polkenefs,  would 
force  me  down  hisflopelaft  night  to  fee  a  clay-colour'd 
ditch,  which  he  calls  acartal;  and  what  with  the  dew, 
and  the  eaft-wind,  my  hips  and  moulders  are  absolute- 
ly fcrew'd  to  my  body. 

Cant.  A  littel  veritable  eau  d  arquibufade  vil  fct 
all  to  right  again — »    [niy  Lord  fits  down,  Brv\(h  gives 

chocolate. 

Lord  Ogle.  Where  are  the  palfy-drops,  Brufh  ? 

Brujh.  Here,  my  Lord !  [  pouring  out. 

Lord  Ogle.  Quelle  nouvelle  avez  vous,  Canton  ? 

Cant.  A  great  deal  of  papier,  but  no  news  at  all. 

Lord  Ogle.  What!  nothing  at  all,  you  ftupid  fellow? 

Cant.  Yes,  my  Lor,  I  have  little  advertife  here  vil 
give  you  more  plaifir  den  all  de  lyes  about  nothing  at 
all.  La  voila !  [  puts  on  his  fpetlacles* 

Lord  Ogle.  Come  read  it,  Canton,  with  good  em- 
phafis,  and  good  difcretion. 

Cant.  I  vil,  my  Lord —  [Cant,  reads.']  Dere  is  no 
queflion,  but  that  the  Cofmetique  Royale  vil  utterlie 
take  away  all  heats,  pimps,  frecks  &  oder  eruptions 
of  de  fkin,  and  likewife  de  wrinque  of  old  age,  &c. 
&c. — Agreat  deal  more,  my  Lor — be  fure  to  afk  for  de 
Cofmetique  Royale,  figned  by  de  Docteur  own  hand— - 
Dere  is  more  raifon  for  dis  caution  dan  good  men  vil 
tink — Eh  bien,  my  Lor  ! 

LordOgle.  Eh  bien,  Canton!-- Will  you  purchafeany^ 

Cant.  For  you,  my  Lor  ? 

Lord  Ogle.  For  me,  you  old  puppy !  for  what  t 

Cant.  My  Lor  ?. 

Lord  Ogle.  Do  I  want  cofrrie ticks  ? 

Cant.  My  Lor ! 

LordOgle.  Look  in  my  face — come,  be  fincere—* 
Boes  it  want  the  afllftance  of  art  ? 
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Cant,  {with  his  fpeflacles.]  En  verite,  non. — 'Tis 
very  fmoofe  and  bnllian — but  I  tote  dat  you  might 
take  a  little  by  way  of  prevention. 

Lord  Ogle.  You  thought  like  an  old  fool,  Monfieur, 

as  you  generally  do The  furfeit-water^  Brulh  I 

[Brum  ppurs  out.]  What  do  you  think,  Brulh,  of  this 
family,  we  'are  going  to  be  connected  with:1— Eh ! 

Brufi.  Very  well  to  marry  in,  my  Lord;  but  k 
would  not  do  to  live  with. 

Lord  Ogle..  You  are  right,  Brum — There  is  no  walk- 
ing the  Blackamoor  white — Mr.  Sterling  will  never 
get  rid  of  Black-Fryars?  always  tafte  of  the  Borachio 
■ — and  the  poor  woman  his  filler  is  fo  bufy  and  fo 
notable,  to  make  one  welcome,  that  I  have  not  yet 
got  over  her  firft  reception ;  it  almoft  amounted  to- 
fuffocation !  I  think  the  daughters  are  tolerable — 
Where's  my  cephalick  fnufF?  [Brulh  gives  him  a  box. 

Cant.  Dey  tink  fo  of  you,  my  Lor,  for  dey  look 
at  noting  elfe,  ma  foL 

Lord  Ogle.  Did  they  ?—  Why,  I  think  they  did  a  lit- 
tle— Where's  my  glafs  I  [Brulh  pits  one  on  the  table.~\ 
The  youngeft  is  delectable.  [takes  fnujfl 

Cant.  O,  ouy,  my  Lor — very  deleft,,  inteed ;  ihe 
made  doux  yeux  at  you,  my  Lor. 

Lord  Ogle.  She  was  particular— the  eldefu,  my  ne- 
phew's lady,  will  be  a  motl  valuable  wife  ;  fhe  has 
all  the  vulgar  fpirits  of  her  father,  and  aunt,  happily 
blended  with  the  termagant  qualities  of  her  deceafed 
mother. — Some  pepper-mint  water,  Brum! — How 
happy  is  it,  Cant,  for  young  ladies  in  general,  that 
people  of  quality  overlook  every  thing  in  a  marriage 
contract:  but  their  fortune. 

Cant.  C'eft  bien  heureux,  et  commode  airfiL 

Lord  Ogle.  Bruih,  give  me  that  pamphlet  by  my 
bed-fide — [Brulh  goes  for  it.]  Canton,  do  you  wait  in 
the  anti-chamber,  and  let  nobody  interrupt  me  till  I 
call  you. 

Cant.  Mufh  goot  may  do  your  LordfLip ! 

2  Lord 


A    COMEDY.  23 

Lord  Ogle,  [to  Brufh,  who  brings  the  pamphlet.']  And 

now,  Brufh,  leave  me  a  little  to  my  ftudies.  [£#;/ Brufh. 

Lord  Ogleby  alone. 
What  can  I  pofftbly  do  among  thefe  women  here,  with 
this  confounded  rheumatifm?  It  is  a  mod  grievous 
enemy  to  gallantry  and  addrefs— [gets  off  his  chair.  J— 
He  !— Courage,  my  Lor  !  by  heav'ns,  I'm  another 
creature — [hums  and  dances  a  little.]  It  will  do,  faith— 
Bravo,  my  Lor!  thefe  girls  have  abfolutely  infpir'd 
me — If  they  are  for  a'  game  of  romps—Me.  voila 
pret!  [fmgs  and  dances.]  O— -that's  an  ugly  twinge- 
but  it's  gone — I  have  rather  too  much  of  the  lily  this 
morning  in  my  complexion;  a  faint  tincture  of  the  rofe 
will  give  a  delicate  fpirit  to  my  eyes  for  the  day.  [unlocks 
a  drawer  at  the  bottom  of  the glafs,  and  takes  out  rouge; 
whik  he's  painting  him/elf,  a  knocking  at  the  door.] 
Who's  there  !   I  wont  be  difturb'd. 

Canton,  [without.]  My  Lor,  my  Lor,  here  is  Mon- 
fieur  Sterling  to  pay  his  devoir  to  you  this  morn  in 
your  chambre. 

Lord  Ogle,  [foftly.]  What  a  fellow! — [%aloud.]  I  am 
extreamly  honour'd  by  Mr.  Sterling — Why  don't  you 
fee  him  in,  Monfieur  ? — I  wifh  he  was  at  the  bottom 
of  his  ftinking  canal — [door  opens.]  Oh,  my  dear 
Mr.  Sterling,  you  do  me  a  great  deal  of  honour. 

Enter  Sterling,  and  Lovewell. 

Sterl.  I  hope,  my  Lord,  that  your  Lordfhip  flept 
well  in  the  night— I  believe  there  are  no  better  beds  in 
Europe  than  I  have — I  fpare  no  pains  to  get  'em,  nor 
money  to  buy  'em — His  Majefty,  God  blefs  him, 
don't  ileep  upon  a  better  out  of  his  palace  j  and  if  I 
had  faid  in  too,  I  hope  no  treafon,  my  Lord. 

Lord  Ogle.  Your  beds  are  like  every  thing  elfe 
about  you,  incomparable! — They  not  only  make  one 
reft  well,  but  give  one  fpirits,  Mr.  Sterling. 

Sterl.  What  fay  you  then,  my  Lord,  to  another 
walk  in  the  garden  ?  You  muft  fee  my  water  by  day- 
light, and  my  walka,  and  my  Hopes,  and  my  clumps, 
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and  my  bridge,  and  my  flow'ring  trees,  and  my  bed 
of  Dutch  tulips— Matters  look'd  but  dim  laft  night, 
my  Lord-,  I  feel  the  dew  in  my  great  toe — but  I 
would  put  on  a  cut  fhoe  that  I  might  be  able  to  walk 
you  about — I  may  be  laid  up  to-morrow. 

Lord  Ogle.  I  pray  heaven  you  may !  [afide. 

Sterl.  What  fay  you,  my  Lord  ! 
Lord  Ogle.  I  was  faying,  Sir,  that  I  was  in  hopes  of 
feeing  the  young  ladies  at   breakfaft :  Mr.  Sterling, 
they  are,  in  my  mind,  the  fined  tulips  in  this  part  of 
the  world — he,  he. 
Cant.  Braviffimo,  my  Lor ! — ha,  ha,  he. 
Sterl.  They  fhall  meet  your  Lordfhip.in  the  garden 
— we  won't  lofe  our  walk  for  them  ;  I'll  take  you  a 
little   round  before   breakfaft,    and  a  larger  before 
dinner,  and  in  the  evening  you  fhall  go  the  Grand 
Tower,  as  I  call  it,  ha,  ha,  ha. 

Lord  Ogle.  Not  afoot,  I  hope,  Mr.  Sterling- -con- 
fider  your  gout,  my  good  friend — You'll  certainly  be 
laid  by  the  heels  for  your  politenefs — he,  he,  he. 
Cant.  Ha,  ha,  ha — 'tis  admirable  ! — en  verite  ! 

[laughing  very  heartily. 

Sterl.  If  my  young  man  [to  Lovewell]  here,  would 

but  laugh  at  my  jokes,  which  he  ought  to  do,  as 

Mounfeer  does  at  yours,  my  Lord,  we  fhould  be  all 

life  and  mirth. 

Lord  Ogle.  What  fay  you,  Cant,  will  you  take  my 
kinfman  into  your  tuition  ?  you  have  certainly  the 
moil  companionable  laugh  I  ever  met  with,  and  never 
out  of  tune. 

Cant.  But  when  your  Lorftup  is  out  of  fpirits. 
Lord  Ogle.  Well  faid,  Cant! — but  here  comes  my 
nephew,  to  play  his  part. 

Enter  Sir  John  Melvil. 
Well,  Sir  John,  what  news  from  the  ifland  of  Love  ? 
have  you  been  fighing  and  ferenadingthis  morning? 
Sir  John.  I  am  glad  to  fee  your  Lordihip  in  fuck 
fpirits  this  morning. 

Lord 
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Lord  Ogle.  I'm  forry  to  fee  yon  fo  dull,  Sir— What 
poor  things,  Mr.  Sterling,  thefe  very  yOung  fellows 
are !  they  make  love  with  faces,  as  if  they  were  bu- 
rying the  dead — though,  indeed,  a  marriage  fome- 
times  may  be  properly  called  a  burying  of  the  living 
—eh,  Mr.  Sterling  ? 

Sterl.  Not  if  they  have  enough  to  live  upon,  my 
Lord— Ha,  ha,  ha. 

Cant.  Dat  is  all  Monfieur  Sterling  tink  of. 
Sir  John.  Prithee,  Lovewell,    come  with  me' 
into  the  garden;  I  have  fomethingofconiequence 
for  you,  and  I  muft  communicate  it  directly. 

Lovew.  We'll  go  together— 
If  your  Lordfhip  and  Mr.  Sterling  pleafe,  we'll  pre- 
pare the  ladies  to  attend  you  in  the  garden. 

[Exeunt  Sir  John,  and  Lovewell, 

Sterl.  My  girls  are  always  ready,  I  make  'em  rife 

foon    and  to-bed   early ;    their  hiifbands   mall  have 

*em  with  good  conftitutions,  and   good  fortunes,  if 

they  have  nothing  elfe,  my  Lord. 

Lord  Ogle.  Fine  things,  Mr.  Sterling  f 
Sterl.  Fine   things,  indeed,  my  Lord  ! — Ah,    my 
Lord,  had  not  you  run  off  your  fpeed  in  your  youth, 
you  had  not  been  fo  crippled  in  your  age,  my  Lord. 
Lord  Ogle.  Very  pleafant,  I  proteft,  he,  he,  he. — 

[half  laughing,. 
Sterl.  Here's  Mounfeer  now,  I  fuppofe,  is  pretty 
near  your  Lordfhip's  Handing  -,  but  having  little  to 
eat,  and  little  to  fpend,  in  his  own  country,  he'll 
wear  three  of  your  Lordfhip  out— eating  and  drink- 
ing kills  us  all. 

Lord  Ogle.  Very  pleafant,  I  proteft — WThat  a  vul- 
gar dog !  [dfide. 
Cant.  My  Lor  fo  old  as  me !— He   is  fhicken   to 
me — and  look  like  a  boy  to  pauvre  me. 

Sterl.  Ha,  ha,  ha.  Well  faid,  Mounfeer— keep  to 
that,  and  you'll  live  in  any  country  of  the  world— 
Ha,  ha,  ha. — But,  my  Lord,  I  will  wait  upon  you 
into  the  garden  ;  we  have  but  a  little  time  to  break- 

faft 
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faft — I'll  go  for  my  hat  and  cane,  fetch  a  little  walk 
with  you,  my  Lord,  and  then  for  the  hot  rolls  and 
butter!  [Exit  Sterling, 

Lord  Ogle.  I  mall  attend  you  with  pleafure — Hot 
rolls  and  butter,  in  July! — I  fweat  with  the  thoughts 
of  it— What  a  ftrange  beaft  it  is ! 

Cant.  C'eft  un  barbare. 

Lord  Ogle.  He  is  a  vulgar  dog,  and  if  there  was  not 
fo  much  money  in  the  family,  which  I  can't  do  with- 
out, I  would  leave  him  and  his  hot  rolls  and  butter 
alire&ly— Come  along,  Monfieur !  [Exeunt  Lord  Ogle- 
by  and  Canton, 

Scene  changes  to  the  Garden* 
Enter  Sir  John  Melvil,  and  Lovewelh 

Lovew.  In  my  room  this  morning  ?  Impoffible. 

Sir  John.  Before  five  this  morning,  I  promife  you* 

Lovew.  On  what  occafiOn  ? 

Sir  John.- 1  was  fo  anxious  to  difclofe  my  mind  to 
you,  that  I  could  not  Deep  in  my  bed — But  I  found 
that  you  could  not  fxeep  neither — The  bird  was  flown, 
and  the  neft  long  fince  cold. — Where  was  you5 
Lovewell  ? 

Lovew.  Pooh !  prithee  !  ridiculous ! 

Sir  John.  Come  now  !  which  was  it  ?  Mifs  Ster- 
ling's maid?  a  pretty  little  rogue! — or  Mils  Fanny's 
Abigail  ?  a  fweet  foul  too !  -—or — 

Lovew.  Nay,  nay,  leave  trifling,  and  tell  me  your 
feufmefs. 

Sir  John.  Well,  but  where  was  you,  Lovewell  ? 

Lovew.  Walking — writing— what fignifies  where! 
was? 

Sir  John.  Walking  !  yes,  I  dare  fay.  It  rained  as 
hard  as  it  could  pour.  Sweet  refrefhing  mowers 
to  walk  in !  No,  nc,  Lovewell. — Now  would  I  give 
^venty  pounds  to  know  which  of  the  maids 

Lovew.  But  your  bufmefs!  your  bufinefs,  Sir  John ! 

Sir 
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'Sir  John.  Let  me  a  little  into  the  fecrets  of  the 
family. 

Lovew.  Pfha! 

Sir  John.  Poor  Lovewell !  he  can't  bear  it,  I  fee. 
She  charged  you  not  to  kifs  and  tell. — Eh,  Lovewell  t 
However,  though  you  will  not  honour  me  with  your 
confidence,  I'll  venture  to  truft  you  with  mine.— 
What  d'ye  think  of  Mifs  Sterling  ? 

Lovew.  What  do  I  think  of  Mifs  Sterling  ? 

Sir  John.  Ay ;  what  d'ye  think  of  her  ? 

Lovew.  An  odd  queftion  ! — but  I  think  her  si 
fmart,  lively  girl,  full  of  mirth  and  fprightlinefs. 

Sir  John.  All  mifchief  and  malice,  I  doubt. 

Lovew.  How? 

Sir  John.  But  her  perfon— what  d'ye  think  of  that  ? 

Lovew.  Pretty  and  agreeable. 

Sir  John.  A  little  grifette  thing. 

Lovew.  What  is  the  meaning  of  all  this  ? 

Sir  John.  I'll  tell  you.  You  muft  know,  Love- 
well, that  notwithftanding  all  appearances — [feeing 
Lord  Ogleby,  &cr"]  We  are  interrupted — When  they 
are  gone,  1*11  explain. 

Enter    Lord    Ogleby,    Sterling,    Mrs.  Heidelberg, 
Mifs  Sterling,  and  Fanny. 

Lord  Ogle.  Great  improvements  indeed,  Mr.  Ster- 
ling \  wonderful  improvements !  The  four  feafoas 
in  lead,  the  flying  Mercury,  and  the  bafin  with 
Neptune  in  the  middle,  are  all  in  the  very  extreme 
of  fine  tafte.  You  have  as  many  rich  figures  as  the 
man  at  Hyde-Park  Corner. 

Sterl.  The  chief  pleafu re  of  a  country  houfe  is  to 
make  improvements,  you  know,  my  Lord.  I  fpare 
no  expence,  not  L — This  is  quite  another-guefs  fort  of 
a  place  than  it  was  when  I  firft  took  it,  my  Lord. 
We  were  furrounded  with  trees.  I  cut  down  above 
fifty  to  make  the  lawn  before  the  houfe,  and  let  in 
the  wind  and  the  fun — fmack-fmooth — as  you  fee. 
—Then  I  made  a  green-hgufe  out  of  the  old  laundry, 

and 


28    The  CLANDESTINE  MARRIAGE, 

and  turned  the  brew-houfe  into  a  pinery. — The  high' 
octagon  fummer-houfe,  you  fee  yonder,  is  raifed  on 
the  malt  of  a  fhip,  given  me  by  art  Eaft-India  cap- 
tain, who  has  turned  many  a  thoufand  of  my  money. 
It  commands  the  whole  road;  All  the  coaches  and 
chaf  iots,  and  chaifes,  pafs  and  repafs  under  your  eye. 
I'll  mount  you  up  there  in  the  afternoon^  my  Lord, 
'Tis  the  pleafanteft  place  in  the  world  to  take  a  pipe 
and  a  bottle,— and  fo  you  mall  fay,  my  Lord. 

Lord  Ogle.  Ay— or  a  bowl  of  punch,  or  a  can  of 
flip,  Mr.  Sterling !  for  it  looks  like  a  cabin  in  the  air.- 
— If  flying  chairs  were  in  ufe,"  the  captain  might 
make  a  voyage  to  the  Indies  in  it  ftill,  if  he  had  but 
a  fair  wind. 

Canton.  Ha!  ha!  ha!  ha! 

Mrs.  Heidel  My  brother's  a  little  comacal  in  his 
ideas,  my  Lord  ! — But  you'll  excufe  him. — I  have  a 
little  gothick  dairy,  fitted  up  entirely  in  my  own  tafte; 
— In  the  evening  I  fhall  hope  for  the  honour  of  your 
Lordfhip's  company  to  take  a  difh  of  tea  there,  or  a 
fullabub  warm  from  the  cow. 

Lord  Ogle.  I  have  every  moment  a  frefh  oppor- 
tunity of  admiring  the  elegance  of  Mrs.  Heidelberg 
— the  very  flower  of  delicacy,  and  cream  of  polite- 
nefs. 

Mrs.  Heidel.  O  my  Lord!  7    7   ....      ,       i  ■  it 

Lord  Ogle.  O  Madam !       I  kmnZ  at  fh  °ther-  , 

Sterl.  How  d'ye  like  thefe  clofe  walks,  my  Lord  r 

Lord  Ogle*  A  rroft  excellent  ferpentine  !  It  forms 
a  perfect  maze,  and  winds  like  a  true  lover's  knot. 

Sterl.  Ay — here's  none  of  your  {trait  lines  here — : 
but  all  tafte — zig-zag — crinkum-crankum— in  and 
out— right  and  left — to  and  again— -twitting  and  turn- 
ing like  a  worm,  my  Lord ! 

Lord  Ogle.  Admirably  laid  out  indeed,  Mr.  Ster- 
ling !  one  can  hardly  fee  an  inch  beyond  one's  nofe 
any  where  in  thefe  walks. — You  are  a  molt  excellent 
oeconomift  of  your  land,  and  make  a  little  go  a  great 
way.-^-Jt  lies  together  in  as  fmali  parcels  as  if  it  was 

placed 
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placed  in  pots  out  at  your  window  in  Gracechurch- 
jStreet. 

Canton.  Ha!  ha!  ha!  ha! 

Lord  Ogle.  "What  d'ye  laugh  at,  Canton  ? 

Canton.  Ah!  que  certe  fimilitude  eft  drole!  Sp 
clever  what  you  fay,  mi  Lor! 

Lord  Ogle,  [to  Fanny.]  You  feem  mightily  enga- 
ged, Madam.  What  are  thofe  pretty  hands  fo  bufily 
employed  about  ? 

Fanny.  Only  making  up  a  nofegay,  my  Lord ! — 
Will  your  Lordfhip  do  me  the  honour  of  excepting 
jt  ?  [pre fen  ting  it. 

Lord  Ogle,  I'll  wear  it  next  my  heart,  Madam! — ■ 
I  fee  the  young  creature  doats  on  me !  [apart. 

Mifs  Sterl.  Lord,  filter !  you've  loaded  his  Lord- 
fhip with  a  bunch  of  flowers  as  big  as  the  cook  or 
the  nurfe  carry  to  town  on  Monday  morning  for  a 
beaupot. — Will  your  Lordfhip  give  me  leave  to  pre- 
sent you  with  this  rofe  and  a  fprig  of  fweet-briar  ? 

Lord  Ogle.  The  trueft  emblems  of  yourfelf,  Ma- 
dam !  all  fweetnefs  and  poignancy. — A  little  jealous, 
poor  foul !  [apart. 

Sterl.  Now,  my  Lord,  if  you  pleafe,  I'll  carry  you 
to  fee  my  Ruins. 

Mrs.  Heidel.  You'll  abfolutely  fatigue  his  Lordlhip 
with  overwalking,  Brother! 

Lord  Ogle.  Not  at  all,  Madam !  We're  in  the 
garden  of  Eden,  you  know;  in  the  region  of  perpe- 
tual fpring,  youth,  and  beauty,     [leering  at  the  women. 

Mrs.  Heidel.  Quite  the  man  of  qualaty,   I  perteft. 

[apart. 

Canton.  Take  a  my  arm,  mi  Lor ! 

[  Lord  Ogleby  leans  on  him. 

Sterl.  I'll  only  fhew  his  Lordlhip  my  ruins,  and 
the  cafcade,  and  the  Chinefe  bridge,  and  then  we'll  go 
In  to  breakfaft. 

Lord  Ogle.  Ruins,  did  you  fay,  Mr.  Sterling  ? 

Sterl.  Ay,  ruins,  my  Lord !  and  they  are  reckoned 
very  fine  "ones  too.     You  would  think  them  reacty  to 

tumble 
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tumble  on  your  head.     It  has  juft  coft  me  a  hundred 
and  fifty  pounds  to  put  my  ruins  in  thorough  repair. 
—This  way,  if  your  Lordfhip  pleafes. 

Lord  Ogle.  [gsing?  flops.]  What  fteeple's  that  we 
fee  yonder?  the  parim-church,  I  fuppofe. 

Sierl.  Ha !  ha !  ha !  that's  admirable.  It  is  no 
church  at  all,  my  Lord !  it  is  afpire  that  I  have  built 
againft  a  tree,  a  field  or  two  off,  to  terminate  the 
profpefr.  One  muft  always  have  a  church,  or  an 
obelifk,  or  a  fomething,  to  terminate  the  profpeel;, 
you  know.     That's  a  rule  in  tafte,  my  Lord  I 

Lord  Ogle.  Very  ingenious,  indeed  i  For  my  part, 
I  defire  no  finer  profpeel:,  than  this  I  fee  before  me. 
[leering  at  the  women.'] — Simple,  yet  varied;  bounded, 
yet  extenfive.— Get  away,  Canton  I  [pufhing  away 
Canton.]  I  want  no  affiftance.--- I'll  walk  with  the 
ladies. 

Sterl.  This  way,  my  Lord ! 

Lord  Ogle.  Lead  on,  Sir! — We  young  folks  here 
will  follow  you.— Madam  ! — JMifs  Sterling! — Mifs 
Fanny  !  I  attend  you, 

[Exit,  after  Sterling,  gallanting  the  ladies. 

Canton,  [following.']  He  is  cock  o'de  game,  ma 
foy !  [Exit. 

Manet  Sir  John  Melvil,  and  Lovewell. 

Sir  John.  At  length,  thank  heaven,  I  have  an 
opportunity  to  unbofom.— 1  know  you  are  faithful, 
Lovewell,  and  flatter  myfelf  you  would  rejoice  to 
ferve  me. 

Lovew.  Be  afiured,  you  may  depend  on  me. 

Sir  John.  You  muft  know  then,  notwithstanding 
all  appearances,  that  this  treaty  of  marriage  between 
Mifs  Sterling  and  me  will  come  to  nothing. 

Lovew.  How ! 

Sir  John.  It  will  be  no  match,  Lovewell 

Lovew.  No  match  ? 

Sir  John.  No. 

Lovew.  You  amaze  me.     What  mould  prevent  it? 

Sir  John.  I. 

Lovew. 
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Lovew.  You !  wherefore  ? 

Sir  John.  I  don't  like  her. 

Lovew.  Very  plain  indeed  !  I  never  fuppofed  that 
you  was  extremely  devoted  to  her  from  inclination, 
but  thought  you  always  considered  it  as  a  matter  of 
convenience,  rather  than  affection. 

.  Sir  John.  Very  true.  I  came  into  the  family  with- 
out any  impreffions  on  my  mind — with  an  unim- 
paffioned  indifference  ready  to  receive  one  woman  as 
loon  as  another.  I  looked  upon  love,  ferious,  fober 
love,  as  a  chimsera,  and  marriage  as  a  thing  of  courfe, 
as  you  know  moft  people  do.  But  I,  who  was  lately 
ib  great  an  infidel  in  love,  am  now  one  of  its  fmcereft 
votaries. — In  fhort,  my  defection  from  Mifs  Sterling 
proceeds  from  the  violence  of  my  attachment  to 
another. 

Lovew.  Another !  So !  fo !  here  will  be  fine  work. 
And  pray  who  is  fhe? 

Sir  John.  Who  is  fhe !  who  can  me  be  ?  but 
Fanny,  the  tender,  amiable,  engaging  Fanny. 

Lovew.  Fanny  !  What  Fanny  ? 

Sir  John.  Fanny  Sterling.  Her  filler — Is  not  fhe 
an  angel,  Lovewell  ? 

Lovew.  Her  filler?  Confufion  ! — You  mull  not 
think  of  it,  Sir  John. 

Sir  John.  Not  think  of  it  ?  I  can  think  of  nothing 
elfe.  Nay,  tell  me,  Lovewell!  was  it  pofiible  for 
me  to  be  indulged  in  a  perpetual  intercourfe  with 
two  fuch  objects  as  Fanny  and  her  filler,  and  not  find 
my  heart  led  by  infenfible  attraction  towards  Her  ? — 
You  leem  confounded — Why  don't  you  anfwer  me  ? 

Lovew.  Indeed,  Sir  John,  this  event  gives  me 
infinite  concern. 

Sir  John.  Why  fo  ? — Is  not  fhe  an  angel,  Love- 
well? 

Lovew.  .1  forefee  that  it  mufl  produce  the  worfl 
confequences.  Confider  the  confufion  it  mufl  una- 
voidably create.     Let  me  perfuade  you  to  drop  thefe 


thoughts  in  time. 
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Sir  John.  Never-never,  Love  well? 

Lovew.  You  have  gone  too  far  to  recede.  A 
negotiation,  fo  nearly  concluded,  cannot  be  broken 
off  with  any  grace.  The  lawyers,  you  know,  are 
hourly  expected  •,  the  preliminaries  almoft  finally 
fettled  between  Lord  Ogleby  and  Mr.  Sterling;  and 
Mils  Sterling  herfelf  ready  to  receive  you  as  a  hufband„ 

Sir  John.  Why  the  banns  have  been  publifhed, 
and  nobody  has  forbidden  them,  'tis  true.  But  you 
know  either  of  the  parties  may  change  their  minds 
even  after  they  enter  the  church. 

Lovew.  You  think  too  lightly  of  this  matter.  To 
carry  your  addreffes  lb  far— and  then  to  defert  her — - 
arid  for  her  filler  too  ! — It  will  be  fuch  an  affront  to 
the  family,  that  they  can  never  put  up  with  it. 

Sir  John.  I  don't  think  fo :  for  as  to  my  transfer- 
ring my  paffion  from  her  to  her  fifter9  fo  much  the 
better !  for  then,  you  know,  I  don't  carry  my  a£- 
fecYion.  out  of  the  family* 

Lovew.  Nay,  but  prithee  be  ferious,  and  think 
better  of  it. 

Sir  John.  I  have  thought  better  of  it  already,  you 
fee.  Tell  me  honeflly,  Lovewell !  Can  you  blame 
me?  Is  there  any  companion  between  them? 

Lovew.  As  to  that  now — why  that — is  juft— 
juft  as  it  may  ftrike  different  people.  There  are 
many  admirers  of  Mifs  Sterling's  vivacity. 

Sir  John.  Vivacity  !  a  medley  of  Cheapfide  pert- 
nefs,  and  Whitechapel  pride. — No — no  if  I  do  go 
fo  far  into  the  city  for  a  wedding-dinner,  it  mall  be 
upon  turtle  at  lead. 

Lovew.  But  I  fee  no  probability  of  fuccefs ;  for 
-granting  that  Mr.  Sterling  wou'd  have  confented  to 
it  at  firft,  he  cannot  Men  to  it  now.  Why  did  not 
you  break  this  affair  to  the  family  before  ? 

Sir  John.  Under  fuch  embarraffed  circumflances 
as  I  have  been,  can  you  wonder  at  my  irrefolution 
or  perplexity  ?  Nothing  but  defpair,  the  fear  of  lofing 
my  dear  Fanny,   cou'd  bring  me  to  a  declaration 

ever* 
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evert  now  :  and  yet,  I  think  I  know  Mr.  Sterling  fo 
well,  that,  ftrange  as  my  propoial  may  appear,  if  I 
can  make  it  advantageous  to  him  as  a  money-tranf- 
action,  as  I  am  fure  I  can,  he  will  certainly  come 
into  it. 

Lovew.  But  even  fuppofe  he  mould,  which  I  very 
much  doubt,  I  don't  "think  Fanny  herfelf  wou'd 
liften  to  your  addrefies. 

Sir  John.  You  are  deceived  a  little  in  that  parti- 
cular. 

Lovew.  You'll  find  I  am  in  the  right. 

Sir  John.  I  have  forrie  little  reafon  to  think  other- 
wife. 

Lovew.  You  have  not  declared  your  paflion  to  her 
already  ? 

Sir  John.  Yes,  I  have. 

Lovew.  Indeed! — And— -and— and  how  did  me 
receive  it  ? 

Sir  John.  I  think  it  is  not  very  eafy  for  me  to 
make  my  addreffes  to  any  woman,  without  receiving 
fome  little  encouragement. 

Lovew.  Encouragement!  did  me  give  you  any 
encouragement? 

Sir  John.  I  don't  know  what  you  call  encourage- 
ment— but  (he  blumed — and  cried — and  defired  me 
not  to  think  of  it  any  more: — upon  which  I  preft 
her  hand — kiffed  it — fwore  me  was  an  angel— and  I 
cou'd  fee  it  tickled  her  to  the  foul. 

Lovew.  And  did  fhe  expreis  no  furprife  at  your 
declaration  ? 

Sir  John.  Why,  faith,  to  fay  the  truth,  me  was  a 
little  furprifed — and  ihe  got  away  from  me  too,  be- 
fore I  cou'd  thoroughly  explain  myfelf.  If  I  mould 
not  meet  with  an  opportunity  of  fpeaking  to  her,  I 
mull  get  you  to  deliver  a  letter  from  me. 

Lovew.  I!— a  letter ! — I  had  rather  have  nothing— 

Sir  John.  Nay,  you  promifed  me  your  afiiftance — 
and  I  am  fure  you  cannot  fcruple  to  make  yourfelf 
ufeful  on  fuch-an  occafion.— You  may,  without  fuf- 

D  picion, 
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picion,  acquaint  her  verbally  of  my  determined  af- 
fection for  her,  and  that  I  am  refolved  to  afk  her 
father's  confent. 

Lovew,  As  to  that,  I— your  commands,  you  know 
—that  is,  if  fhe— Indeed,  Sir  John,  I  think  you  are 
in  the  wrong. 

Sir  John.  Well— well — that's  my  concern— Ha! 
there  fhe  goes,  by  heaven  !  along  that  walk  yonder, 
d'ye  fee  ?  I'll  go  to  her  immediately. 

Lovew.  You  are  too  precipitate.  Confider  what 
you  are  doing. 

Sir  John.  I  wou'd  not  lofe  this  opportunity  for 
the  univerfe. 

Lovew.  Nay,  pray  don't  go!  Your  violence  and 
eagernefs  may  overcome  her  ipirits. — The  fhock  will 
be  too  much  for  her.  {detaining  him. 

Sir  John.  Nothing  fhall  prevent  me. — Ha!  now 
fhe  turns  into  another  walk. — Let  me  go!  [breaks 
from  him.]  I  mall  lofe  her. — [going,  turns  back.~\  Be 
fure  now  to  keep  out  of  the  way  !  If  you  interrupt 
us,  I  fhall  never  forgive  you.  [Exit  bajiily. 

Lovewell  alone. 
'Sdeath  \  I  can't  bear  this.  In  love  with  my  wife ! 
acquaint  me  with  his  paffion  for  her !  make  his  ad- 
dreffes  before  my  face  ! — I  fhall  break  out  before  my 
time. — This  was  the  meaning  of  Fanny's  uneafinefs. 
She  could  not  encourage  him — I  am  fure  fhe  could 
not. — Ha!  they  are  turning  into  the  walk,  and 
coming  this  way.  Shall  I  leave  the  place  ? — Leave 
him  to  follicit  my  wife !  I  can't  fubmit  to  it.— They 
come  nearer  and  nearer — If  I  flay  it  will  look  fuf- 
picious— It  may  betray  us,  and  incenfe  him — They 
are  here— I  muft  go— I  am  the  molt  unfortunate 
fellow  in  the  world.  [Exit. 


Enter  Fanny,  and  Sir  Johm 
Fanny.  Leave  me,  Sir  John,  I  befeech  you  leave 
me ! — nay,  why  will  you  perfiil  to  follow  me  with 
5  idle 
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Idle  fo'liicitations,  which   are  an  affront  to   my  cha- 
racter, and  an  injury  to  your  own  honour? 

Sir  John.  I  know  your  delicacy j  and  tremble  to 
offend  it :  but  let  the  urgency  of  the  occafion  be  my 
excufe  !  Confider,  Madam,  that  the  future  happinefs 
of  my  life  depends  on  my  prefent  application  to  you! 
confider  that  this  day  miift  determine  my  fate-,  and 
thefe  are  perhaps  the  only  moments  left  me  to  incline 
you  to  warrant  my  paffion,  and  to  intreat  you  not  to 
oppofe  the  propofals  I  mean  to  open  to  your  father. 

Fanny.  For  mame,  for  fhame,  Sir  John  !  Think 
of  your  previous  engagements !  Think  of  your  own 
fituation,  and  think  of  mine !-— What  have  you  dis- 
covered in  my  conduct  that  might  encourage  you  to 
fo  bold  a  declaration  ?  I  am  {hocked  that  you  mould 
venture  to  fay  fo  much,  and  blufh  that  I  mould  even 
dare  to  give  it  a  hearing. — Let  me  be  gone! 

Sir  John.  Nay,  ftay,  Madam !  but  one  moment  !--- 
Your  fenfibility  is  too  great. — Engagements!  what 
engagements  have  even  been  pretended  on  either  fide 
than  thofe  of  family-convenience?  I  went  on  in  the 
trammels  of  matrimonial  negotiation  with  a  blind 
fubmiffion  to  your  father  and  Lord  Ogleby ;  but  my 
heart  foon  claimed  a  right  to  be  confulted.  It  has 
devoted  itfelf  to  you,  and  obliges  me  to  plead  earneit- 
ly  for  the  fame  tender  intereft  in  your's. 

Fanny.  Have  a  care,  Sir  John!  do  not  miftake  a 
depraved  will  for  a  virtuous  inclination.  By  thefe 
common  pretences  of  the  heart,  half  of  our  fex  are 
made  fools,  and  a  greater  part  of  yours  defpife  them 
for  it. 

Sir  John.  Affection;,  you  will  allow,  is  involuntary. 
We  cannot  always  direct  it  to  the  object  on  which  it 
mould  fix-— But  when  it  is  once  inviolably  attached, 
inviolably  as  mine  is  to  you,  it  often  creates  recipro- 
cal affection.— When  I  laft  urged  you  on  this  Subject, 
you  heard  me  with  more  temper,  and  I  hoped  with 
fame  companion, 
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Fanny.  You  deceived  yourfelf.  If  I  forbore  to 
exert  a  proper  fpirit,  nay  if  I  did  not  even  exprefs 
the  quickeft  refentment  of  your  behaviour,  it  was 
only  in  confideration  of  that  refpeft  I  wifh  to  pay 
you,  in  honour  to  my  filler:  and  be  affured,  Sir, 
•woman  as  I  am,  that  my  vanity  could  reap  no  plea- 
fure  from  a  triumph,  that  muft  refultfrom  the  black- 
eft  treachery  to  her.  \_Zomg' 

Sir  John.  One  word,  and  I  have  done,  [flopping 
her.]— Your  impatience  and  anxiety,  and  the  urgency 
of  the  occafion,  oblige  me  to  be  brief  and  explicit 
with  you. — I  appeal  therefore  from  your  delicacy  to 
your  juftice. — Your  filler,  I  verily  believe,  neither 
entertains  any  real  affection  for  me,  or  tendernefs  for 
you. — Your  father,  I  am  inclined  to  think,  is  not 
much  concerned  by  means  of  which  of  his  daughters 
the  families  are  united. — Now  as  they  cannot,  (hall 
not  be  connected,  otherwife  than  by  my  union  with 
you,  why  will  you,  from  a  falfe  delicacy,  oppofe  a 
meafure  (o  conducive  to  my  happinefs,  and,  I  hope, 
your  own  ? — I  love  you,  molt  paflionately  -and  fin- 
cerely  love  you — and  hope  topropofe  terms  agreeable 
to  Mr.  Sterling.— If  then  you  don't  abfolutely  loath, 
abhor,  and  fcorn  me— if  there  is  no  other  happier 
man 

Fanny.  Hear  me,  Sir !  hear  my  final  determina- 
tion.— Were  my  father  and  filler  as  infenfible  as  you 
are  pleafed  to  reprefent  them ; — were  my  heart  for 
ever  to  remain  difen  gaged  to  any  other — I  could  not 
liflen  to  your  propofals — What!  You  on  the  very 
eve  of  a  marriage  with  my  filler ;  I  living  under  the 
fame  roof  with  her,  bound  not  only  by  the  laws  of 
friendfhip  and  hofpitality,  but  even  the  ties  of  blood, 
to  contribute  to  her  happinefs,— and  not  to  confpire 
againflher  peace— the  peace  of  a  whole  family — and 
that  my  own  too! — Away!  away,  Sir  John! — At 
fuch  a  time,  and  in  fuch  circumftances,  your  addrelfes 
only  infprre  me  with  horror. — Nay,  you  muft  detain 


me  no  longer. — I  will  go. 


Sir 
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Sir  John.  Do  not  leave  me  in  abfokite  defpair! — 
Give  me  a  glimpfe  of  hope !  [falling  on  his  knees. 

Fanny.  I  cannot.    Pray,  Sir  John!  [flruggling  to  go. 

Sir  John.  Shall  this  hand  be  given  to  another? 
\kiJJing  her  hand.]  No — I  cannot  endure  it. — My 
whole  foul  is  yours,  and  the  whole  happinefs  of  my 
life  is  in  your  power. 

Enter  Mifs  Sterling. 

Fanny.  Ha!  my  filler  is  here.  Rife  for  fhame, 
Sir  John  ! 

Sir  John.  Mifs  Sterling  !  \rifing. 

Mifs  Sterl.  I  beg  pardon,  Sir ! — You'll  excufe  me, 
Madam! — I  have  broke  in  upon  you  a  little  unoppor- 
tunely,  I  believe — But  I  did  not  mean  to  interrupt 
you — I  only  came,  Sir,  to  let  you  know  that  break- 
fall  waits,  if  you  have  finifhed  your  morning's  de- 
votions. 

Sir  John.  I  am  very  fenfible,  Mifs  Sterling,  that 
this  may  appear  particular,  but 

Mifs  Sterl.  Oh  dear,  Sir  John,  don't  put  yourfelf 
to  the  trouble  of  an  apology.  The  thing  explains 
itfelf. 

Sir  John.  It  will  foon,  Madam! — In  the  mean  time 
I  can  only  allure  you  of  my  profound  refpe<5t  and 
elteem  for  you,  and  make  no  doubt  of  convincing 
Mr.  Sterling  of  the  honour  and  integrity  of  my 
intentions.  And — and — your  humble  fervant,  Ma- 
dam !  [Exit  in  confufion. 

Manent  Fanny,  and  Mifs  Sterling. 

Mifs  Sterl.  Refpect  ? — Infolence !—  Efteem  ? — Very 
fine  truly ! — And  you,  Madam  !  my  fweet,  delicate, 
innocent,  fentimental  filter!  will  you  convince  my 
papa  too  of  the  integrity  of  your  intentions  ? 

Fanny.  Do  not  upbraid  me,  my  dear  filler !  Indeed, 
I  don't  deferve  it.  Believe  me,  you  can't  be  more 
offended  at  his  behaviour  than  I  am,  and  I  am  fure 
it  cannot  make  you  half  fo  miferable. 
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Mifs  Sterl.  Make  me  miferable !  You  are  mightily 
deceived,  Madam  !  It  gives  me  no  fort  of  uneafmefs, 
I  aflbre  you. — A  bafe  fellow! — As  for  you,  Mifs! 
the  pretended  foftnefs  of  your  difpofition,  your  artful 
good-nature,    never    impofed   upon   me.     I   always 
knew  you  to  be  fly,  and  envious,  and  deceitful. 
Fanny.  Indeed  you  wrong  me. 
Mifs  Sterl.  Oh,  you  are  all  goodnefs,  to  be  fure  ! 
— Did  not  I  find  him  on  his  knees  before  you  ?  Did 
not  I  fee  him  kifs  your  fweet  hand  ?  Did  not  I  hear 
his  protestations  ?  Was  not  I  witnefs   of  your  di£ 
fembled  modefty? — No — no,  my  dear!  don't  imagine 
that  you  can  make  a  fool  of  your  elder  filler  fo  eauly. 
Fanny.  Sir  John,  I  own,  is  to  blame  •,  but  I  am 
above  the  thoughts  of  doing  you  the  leaft  injury. 

Mifs  Sterl.  We  fhall  try  that,  Madam !— I  hope, 
Mifs,  you'll  be  able  to  give  a  better  account  to  my 
papa  and  my  aunt — for  they  fhall  both  know  of  this 
matter,  I  promife  you,  [Exit* 

Fanny  alone. 
How  unhappy  I  am !  my  diflreffes  multiply  upon 
me. — Mr.  Lovewell  mud   now   become   acquainted 
with  Sir  John's  behaviour  to  me— and  in  a  manner 
that  may   add  to  his  uneafmefs. — My  father,  inflead 
of  being  difpofed  by  fortunate  ci re um fiances  to  for- 
give  any  tranfgrefiion,  will   be   previoufly  incenfed 
againfl   me. — My   fifler   and   my  aunt  will  become 
irreconcilably  my  enemies,  and  rejoice  in  my  difgrace. 
—Yet,  at  all  events,  I  am  determined  on  a  difcovery. 
I  dread  it,  and  am  refolved  to  haflen  it.     It  is  fur- 
rounded  with  more  horrors  every  inibnr,  as  it  ap- 
pears every  inftant  more  neceffary,  [Exit, 


A    COMEDY.  39 


ACT     III.     SCENE     I. 

A  hall. 

Enter    a    fervant   leading  in   Serjeant   Flower,    and 
Counsellors  Traverfe  and  Trueman — all  looted. 

Servant. F1T\H.IS  way,  if  you  pleafe,  gentlemen! 
_£_  my  mailer  is  at  breakfaft  with  the  fa- 
mily at  prefent — but  I'll  let  him  know,  and  he  will 
wait  on  you  immediately. 

Flower.  Mighty  well,  young  man,  mighty  well. 

Servant.  Pieafe  to  favour  me  with  your  names, 
gentlemen. 

Flower.  Let 'Mr.  Sterling  know,  that  Mr.  Serjeant 
Flower,  and  two  other  gentlemen  of  the  bar,"  are 
come  to  wait  on  him  according  to  his  appointment. 

Servant.  I  will,  Sir.  \p-oiw. 

Flower.  And  harkee,  young  man!  [ fervant  re- 
turns.'] Defire  my  fervant — Mr.  Serjeant  Flower's 
fervant — to  bring  in  my  green  and  gold  faddle-cloth 
and  piftols,  and  lay  them  down  here  in  the  hall  with 
my  portmanteau. 

Servant.  I  will,  Sir.  [Exit. 

Manet  Lawyers. 

Flower.  Well,  gentlemen  !  the  fetting  thefe  mar- 
riage  articles  falls  conveniently  enough,  almoft  juft 
on  the  eve  of  the  circuits.— Let  me  ice— the  Home, 
the  Midland,  and  Weftenv-- ay,  we  can  all  crofs 
the  country  well  enough  to  our  feveral  deftinations. 
—Traverfe,  when  do  you  begin  at  Hertford  ? 

Traverfe.  The  day  after  to-morrow. 

Flower.  That  is  commifTion-day  with  us  at  War- 
wick too.— But  my  clerk  has  retainers  for  every 
caufe  in  the  paper,  lb  it  will  be  time  enough  if  I 
am  there  the  next  morning.— Befides,  I  have  about 
half  a  dozen  cafes  that  have  lain  by  me  ever  fince 
the  fpring  affizes,  and  I  muPc  tack  opinions  to  them 
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before  I  fee  my  country-clients  again— fo  I  will  take 
the  evening  before  me — and  then  current e  calamo,  as 
I  fay — eh,  Traverfe  ! 

Traverfe.  True,  Mr.  Serjeant — and  the  eafieft 
thing  in  the  world  too — for  thofe  country  attornies 
are  fuch  ignorant  dogs,  that  in  cafe  of  the  devife  of  an 
eftate  to  A.  and  his  heirs  for  ever,  they'll  make  a 
query,  whether  he  tal^es  in  fee  or  in  tail. 

Flower.  Do  you  expect  to  have  much  to  do  on 
he  Home  circuit  thefe  affizes  ? 

Traverfe.  Not  much  niji  prius  bufinefs,  but  a  goo4 
deal  on  the  crown  fide,  I  believe. — The  goals  are 
brimful!-— and  fome  of  the  felons  in  good  circum- 
ftances,  and  likely  to  be  tolerable  clients. — Let  mc 
fee !  I  am  engag'd  for  three  highway  robberies,  two 
murders,  one  forgery,  and  half  a  dozen  larcenies,  at 
Kingfton. 

Flower.  A  pretty  decent  goal-delivery  !-— Do  you 
expect  to  bring  off  Darkin,  for  the  robbery  on  Put- 
ney-Common ?  Can  you  make  out  your  alibi? 

"Traverfe.  Oh,  no  !  the  crown  witneffes  are  fure  to 
prove  our  identity.  We  mail  certainly  be  hanged  : 
but  that  don't  fignify.— But,  Mr.  Serjeant,  have  you 
much  to  do? — any  remarkable  caufeon  the  Midland 
this  circuit  ? 

Flower.  Nothing  very  remarkable,— -except  two 
rapes,  and  Rider  and  Weftern  at  Nottingham,  for 
crtm.  con.— but,  on  the  whole,  1  believe  a  good  deal 
of  bufinefs.— Our  afibciate  tells  me,  there  are  above 
thirty  venires  for  Warwick. 

Traverfe.  Pray,  Mr.  Serjeant,  are  you  concerned 
in  Jones  and  Thomas  at  Lincoln  ? 
Flower.  I  am— for  the  plaintiff. 
'Traverfe.  And  what  do  you  think  on't? 
Flower e  A  nonfuit. 
Traverfe.  I  thought  fo, 

Flower,  Oh,  no  manner  of.  doubt  on\-4uce  cla- 
riiis,— we  have  no  right  in  us— we  hjive- .  but  one 
chance. 
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Traverfe.  What's  that? 

Flower.  Why,  my  Lord  Chief  does  not  go  the 
circuit  this  time,  and  my  brother  Puzzle  being  in 
the  commifiion,  the  caufe  will  come  on  before  him. 

Trueman.  Ay,  that  may  do,  indeed,  if  you  can  but 
throw  duft  in  the  eyes  of  the  defendant's  council. 

Flower.  True. — Mr.  Trueman,  I  think  you  are 
concerned  for  Lord  Ogleby  in  this  affair?  [to  Trueman. 

'Trueman.  I  am,  Sir — I  have  the  honour  to  be  re- 
lated to  his  Lordfhip,  and  hold  fome  courts  for  him 
in  Somerfetfhire, — go  the  Weftern  circuit — and  at- 
tend the  feffions  at  Exeter,  merely  becaufe  his  Lord- 
fhip's  intereft  and  property  lie  in  that  part  of  the 
kingdom. 

Flower.  Ha ! — and  pray,  Mr.  Trueman,  how  long 
have  you  been  called  to  the  bar  ? 

Trueman.  About  nine  years  and  three  quarters. 

Flower.  Ha! — I  don't  know  that  I  ever  had  the 
pleafure  of  feeing  you  before. — I  wifh  you  fuccefs, 
young  gentleman ! 

Enter  Sterling. 

Sterl.  Oh,  Mr.  Serjeant  Flower,  I  am  glad  to  fee 
you-— Your  fervant,  Mr.  Serjeant!  gentlemen,  your 
iervant ! — Well,  are  all  matters  concluded?  Has 
that  fnail-paced  conveyancer,  old  Ferret  of  Gray's 
Inn,  fettled  the  articles  at  laft?  Do  you  approve  of 
what  he  has  done  ?  Will  his  tackle  hold  ?  tight  and 
{trong  ? — Eh,  mafter  Serjeant? 

Flower.  My  friend  Ferret's  flow  and  fure,  Sir- 
But  then,  ferius  aut  citius,  as  we  fay, — fooner  or  later, 
Mr.  Sterling,  he  is  fure  to  put  his  bufinefs  out  of 
hand  as  he  mould  do. — My  clerk  has  brought  the 
writings,  and  all  other  inftruments  along  with  him, 
and  the  fettlement  is,  I  believe,  as  good  a  fettlement 
as  any  fettlement  on  the  face  of  the  earth  ! 

Sterl.  But  that  damn'd  mortgage  of  60,000 1.— 
There  don't  appear  to  be  any  other  incumbrances, 
I  hope? 

Traverfe. 
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Traverfe.  I  can  anfwer  for  that,  Sir- --and  that  will 
be  cleared  off  immediately  on  the  payment  of  the 
firft  part  of  Mifs  Sterling's  portion— You  agree,  on 
your  part,  to  come  down  with  8o,oool. — 

Sterl.  Down  on  the  nail. — Ay,  ay,  my  money  is 
ready  to-morrow  if  he  pleafes — he  fhall  have  it  in 
India-bonds,  or  notes,  or  how  he  chufes. — Your 
lords,  and  your  dukes,  and  your  people  at  the 
court-end  of  the  town  Hick  at  payments  fometimes 
— debts  unpaid,  no  credit  loft  with  them — but  no 
fear  of  us  fubftantial  fellows  —  eh,  Mr.  Serjeant! — 

Flower.  Sir  John  having  laft  term,  according  to 
agreement,  levied  a  fine,  and  fuffered  a  recovery, 
has  thereby  cut  off  the  entail  of  the  Ogleby  eftate 
for  the  better  effecting  the  purpofes  of  the  prefent 
intended  marriage ;  on  which  above-mentioned 
Ogleby  eftate,  a  jointure  of  2000 1.  per  ann.  is 
fecured  to  your  eldeft  daughter,  now  Elizabeth 
Sterling,  fpinfter,  and  the  whole  eftate,  after  the 
death  of  the  aforefaid  Earl,  defcends  to  the  heirs  male 
of  Sir  John  Melvil  on  the  body  of  the  aforefaid  Eliza- 
beth Sterling  lawfully  to  be  begotten. 

Traverfe,  Very  true — and  Sir  John  is  to  be  put  in 
immediate  pofieflion  of  as  much  of  his  Lordfhip's 
Somerfetfhire  eftate,  as  lies  in  the  manors  of  Hog- 
more  and  Cranford,  amounting  to  between  two  and 
three  thoufands  per  ann.  and  at  the  death  of  Mr. 
Sterling,  a  further  fum  of  feventy  thoufand- 

Enter  Sir  John  Melvil. 

Sterl.  Ah,  Sir  John!  Here  we  are— hard  at  it- 
paving  the  road  to  matrimony — Firft  the  lawyers, 
then  comes  the  doctor— Let  us  but  difpatch  the 
long-robe,  we  fhall  foon  let  Pudding-fleeves  to 
work,  I  warrant  you. 

Sir  John.  I  am  forry  to  interrupt  you,  Sir— but  I 
hope  that  both  you  and  thefe  gentlemen  will  excufe 
me-— having  fomething  very  particular  for  your 
private  ear,  I  took  the  liberty  of  following  you,  and 

besc 
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beg   you  will  oblige  me  with    an  audience  imme- 
diately. 

"Sterl.  Ay,  with  all  my  heart — Gentlemen,  Mr. 
Serjeant,  you'll  excufe  it— Bufinefs  rauft  be  done, 
yOu  know.— The  writings  will  keep  cold  till  to-mor- 
row morning. 

Flower.  1  mud  be  at  Warwick,  Mr.  Sterling, 
the  day  after. 

Sterl.  Nay,  nay,  I  Ihan't  part  with  you  to-night, 
gentlemen,  I  promife  you — My  houfe  is  very  full, 
but  I  have  beds  for  you  all,  beds  for  your  fervants, 
and  (tabling  for  all  your  horfes. — Will  you  take  a 
turn  in  the  garden,  and  view  fome  of  my  improve- 
ments before  dinner?  Or  will  you  amufe  yourfelves 
on  the  green,  with  a  game  of  bowls  and  a  cool 
tankard  ? — My  fervants  fhall  attend  you — Do  you 
chufe  any  other  refrefhment  ? — Call  for  what  you 
pleafe  •, — do  as  you  pleafe ; — make  yourfelves  quite  at 
home,  I  beg  of  you.— Here, — Thomas,  Harry, 
William,  wait  on  thefe  Gentlemen ! — [follows  the. 
lawyers  out,  bawling  and  talking,  and  then  returns  to 
Sir  John.']  And  now,  Sir,  I  am  entirely  at  your 
fervice. — What  are  your  commands  with  me,  Sir 
John? 

Sir  John.  After  having  carried  the  negotiation 
between  our  families  to  fo  great  a  length,  after  having 
afTented  fo  readily  to  all  your  propofals,  as  well  as 
received  fo  many  inftances  of  your  chearful  compli- 
ance with  the  demands  made  on  our  part,  I  am 
extremely  concerned,  Mr.  Sterling,  to  be  the  invo- 
luntary caufe  of  any  uneafinefs. 

Sterl.  Uneafinefs !  what  uneafinefs  ? — Where  bufi- 
nefs is  tranfacled  as  it  ought  to  be,  and  the  parties 
understand  one  another,  there  can  be  no  uneafinefs. 
You  agree,  on  fuch  and  fuch  conditions  to  receive  my 
daughter  for  a  wife;  on  the  fame  conditions  I  agree  to 
receive  you  as  a  fon-in-law  \  and  as  to  all  the  reft,  it 
follows  of  courfe,  you  know,  as  regularly  as  the  pay- 
ment of  a  bill  after  acceptance. 


4i    The  CLANDESTINE  MARRIAGE, 

Sir  John.  Pardon  me,  Sir;  more  uneafmefs  has 
arifen  than  you  are  aware  of.  I  am  myfelf,  at  this 
inflant,  in  a  ftate  of  inexpreffible  embarrafiment; 
Mifs  Sterling,  I  know,  is  extremely  difconcerted  too ; 
and  unlefs  you  will  oblige  me  with  the  affiftance  of 
your  friendfhip,  I  forefee  the  fpeedy  progrefs  of  dif- 
content  and  animofity  through  the  whole  family. 

Sterl.  What  the  deuce  is  all  this  ?  I  don't  under- 
ftand  a  fingle  fyllable. 

Sir  John.  In  one  word  then — it  will  be  abfolutely 
impofiible  for  me  to  fulfill  my  engagements  in  regard 
to  Mifs  Sterling. 

Sterl.  How,  Sir  John?  Do  you  mean  to  put  an 
affront  upon  my  family  ?  What!  refufe  to— t 

Sir  John.  Be  affured,  Sir,  that  I  neither  mean-  to 
affrpnt,  nor  forfake  your  family.— My  only  fear  is, 
|:hat  you  mould  defert  me ;  for  the  whole  happinefs 
of  my  life  depends  on  my  being  connected  with  your 
family  by  the  nearer!:  and  tenderer!  ties  in  the  world. 

Sterl.  Why,  did  not  you  tell  me,  but  a  moment 
ago,  that  it  was  abfolutely  impoiTible  for  you  to 
marry  my  daughter  ? 

Sir  John.  True.— But  yon  have  another  daughter, 
Sir 

Sterl:  Well? 

Sir  John.  Who  has  obtained  the  moil  abfolute 
dominion  over  my  heart.  I  have  already  declare^ 
my  paffion  to  her-,  nay,  Mifs  Sterling  herfelf  is  alfo 
apprized  of  it,  and  if  you  will  but  give  a  fanction  to 
my  prefent  addrefies,  the  uncommon  merit  of  Mifs 
Sterling  will  no  doubt  recommend  her  to  a  perfon  of 
equal,  if  not  fuperior  rank  to  myfelf,  and  our 
families  may  ftill  be  allied  by  my  union  with  Mifs 
Fanny. 

Sterl.  Mighty  fine,  truly !  Why,  what  the  plague 
do  you  make  of  us,  Sir  John  ?  Do  you  come  to 
market  for  my  daughters,  like  fervants  at  a  ftatute- 
f air?. Do  you  think  that  I  will  fufTer  you,  or  any 
man  in  the  world,  to  come  into  my  houie,  like  the 

Grand 
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Grand  Signior,  and  throw  the  handkerchief  firft  to 
one,  and  then  to  t'other,  juft  as  he  pleafes?  Do  you 
think  I  drive  a  kind  of  African  Have-trade  with  them  ? 
and — 

Sir  John.  A  moment's  patience,  Sir !  Nothing  but 
the  excefs  of  my  paffion  for  Mifs  Fanny  fhou'd  have 
induced  me  to  take  any  Hep  that  had  the  leaft  appear- 
ance of  difrefpect  to  any  part  of  your  family  ;  and 
even  now  I  am  deiirous  to  atone  for  my  tranfgreffion, 
by  making  the  moll  adequate  compenfation  that  lies 
in  my  power. 

Sterl.  Compenfation!  what  compenfation  can  you 
pofiibly  make  in  fuch  a  cafe  as  this,  Sir  John  ? 

Sir  John.  Come,  come,  Mr.  Sterling ;  I  know  you 
to  be  a  man  of  fenfe,  a  man  of  bufinefs,  a  man  of 
the  world.  I'll  deal  frankly  with  you;  and  you  mall 
fee  that  I  do  not  defire  a  change  of  meafures  for  my 
own  gratification,  without  endeavouring  to  make  it 
advantageous  to  you. 

Sterl.  What  advantage  can  your  inconftancy  be  to 
me,  Sir  John  ? 

Sir  John.  I'll  tell  you,  Sir.— You  know  that  by 
the  articles  at  prefent  fubfifting  between  us,  on  the 
day  of  my  marriage  with  Mifs  Sterling,  you  agree 
to  pay  down  the  grofs  fum  of  eighty  thoufand 
pounds. 

Sterl.  Well! 

Sir  John.  Now  if  you  will  but  confent  to  my 
waving  that  marriage 

Sterl.  I  agree  to  your  waving  that  marriage  ?  Im- 
poffible,  Sir  John  ! 

Sir  John.  I  hope  not,  Sir ;  as  on  my  part,  I  will 
agree  to  wave  my  right  to  thirty  thoufand  pounds  of 
the  fortune  I  was  to  receive  with  her. 

Sterl.  Thirty  thoufand,  d'ye  fay? 

Sir  John.  Yes,  Sir ;  and  accept  of  Mifs  Fanny 
with  fifty  thoufand,  inftead  of  fourfcore. 

Sterl.  Fifty  thoufand—  [pauftng. 

Sir  John.  Inftead  of  fourfcore, 

Sterl. 
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Sterl.  Why,— why,— there  may  be  fomething  iri 
that.— Let  me  fee;  Fanny  with  fifty  thoufand  inftead 
of  Betfey  with  fourfcore — But  how  can  this  be,  Sir 
John? — For  you  know  I  am  to  pay  this  money  into 
the  hands  of  my  Lord  Ogleby-,  who>  I  believe- 
between  you  and  me,  Sir  John, — is  not  overftocked 
with  ready  money  at  prefent  j  and  threefcore  thou- 
fand of  it,  you  know,  is  to  go  to  pay  off  the  prefent 
incumbrances  on  the  eftate,  Sir  John. 

Sir  John.  That  objection  is  eafily  obviated. — Ten 
of  the  twenty  thoufand,  which  would  remain  as  a 
furplus  of  the  fourfcore,  after  paying  off  the  mort- 
gage, was  intended  by  his  Lordihip  for  my  ufe,  that 
we  might  fet  off  with  fame  little  eclat  on  our  marri- 
age-, and  the  other  ten  for  his  own. — Ten  thoufand 
pounds  therefore  I  fhall  be  able  to  pay  you  imme- 
diately •,  and  for  the  remaining  twenty  thoufand  you 
fhall  have  a  mortgage  on  that  part  of  the  eftate 
which  is  to  be  made  over  to  me,  with  whatever 
fecurity  you  fhall  require  for  the  regular  payment  of 
the  intereft,  'till  the  principal  is  duly  difcharged. 

Sterl.  Why — to  do  you  juftice,  Sir  John,  there  is 
fomething  fair  and  open  in  your  propofal ;  and  fince 
I  find  you  do  not  mean  to  put  an  affront  upon  the 
family — 

Sir  John.  Nothing  was  ever  farther  from  my 
thoughts,  Mr.  Sterling. — And  after  all,  the  whole 
affair  is  nothing  extraordinary — fuch  things  happen 
every  day — and  as  the  world  has  only  heard  generally 
of  a  treaty  between  the  families,  when  this  marriage 
takes  place,  nobody  will  be  the  wifer,  if  we  have 
but  difcretion  enough  to  keep  our  own  counfel. 

Sterl.  True,  true;  and  fince  you  only  transfer  from 
one  girl  to  the  other,  it  is  no  more  than  transferring 
fo  much  flock,  you  know, 

Sir  John.  The  very  thing. 

Sterl.  Odfo  !  I  had  quite  forgot.  We  are  reckon- 
ing without  our  lx>fl  here.  There  is  another  diffi- 
culty— 

Sir 
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Sir  John.  You  alarm  me.     What  can  that  be  ? 

Sterl.  I  can't  ftir  a  ftep  in  this  bufinefs  without 
confulting  my  filler  Heidelberg.— The  family  has 
very  great  expectations  from  her,  and  we  mufl  not 
give  her  any  offence. 

Sir  John.  But  if  you  come  into  this  meafure,  furely 
fhe  will  be  fo  kind  as  to  confent — 

Sterl.  I  don't  know  that — Betfey  is  her  darling,  and 
I  can't  tell  how  far  fhe  may  refent  any  flight  thatfeems 
to  be  offered  to  her  favourite  niece. — However,  I'll 
do  the  beft  I  can  for  you. — You  mail  go  and  break 
the  matter  to  her  firfl,  and  by  that  time  that  I  may 
fuppofe  that  your  rhetorick  has  prevailed  on  her  to 
liften  to  reafon,  I  will  ftep  in  to  reinforce  your  argu- 
ments. 

Sir  John.  I'll  fly  to  her  immediately :  you  pro- 
mife  me  your  affiftance  ? 

Sterl.  I  do. 

Sir  John.  Ten  thoufand  thanks  for  it !  and  now 
fuccefs  attend  me!  [i°i®g- 

Sterl.  Harkee,  Sir  John  ! 

Sir  John  returns. 

Sterl.  Not  a  word  of  the  thirty  thoufand  to  my 
filter,  Sir  John. 

Sir  John.  Oh*  I   am   dumb,    I   am  dumb,    Sir. 

[going, 

Sterl.  You  remember  it  is  thirty  thoufand. 

Sir  John.  To  be  fure  I  do. 

Sterl.  But  Sir  John! — one  thing  more.  [Sir  John 
returns,']  My  Lord  muft  know  nothing  of  this  ftroke 
of  friendfhip  between  us. 

Sir  John.  Not  for  the  world. — Let  me  alone!  kt 
me  alone !  [offering  to  go. 

Sterl.  [holding  himJ]—- And  when  every  thing  is 
agreed,  we  muft  give  each  other  a  bond  to  be  held 
fart  to  the  bargain. 

Sir  John.  To  be  fure.     A  bond  by  all  means !  a 

bond,  or  whatever  you  pkafe,  [Exit  haftily. 

j  .  Sterling 
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Sterling  alone. 

Ifhould  have  thought  of  more  conditions — he's  in. 
a  humour  to  give  me  every  thing — Why,  what  mere 
children  are  your  fellows  of  quality ;  that  cry  for  a 
plaything  one  minute,  and  throw  it  by  the  next!  as 
changeable  as  the  weather,  and  as  uncertain  as  the 
flocks. — Special  fellows  to  drive  a  bargain  !  and  yet: 
they  are  to  take  care  of  the  interefl  of  the  nation  tru- 
ly!— Here  does  this  whirligig  man  of  fafhion  offer  to 
give  up  thirty  thoufand  pounds  in  hard  money,  with 
as  much  indifference  as  if  it  was  a  china-orange. — 
By  this  mortgage,  I  fiiall  have  a  hold  on  his  Terra- 
jirma,  and  if  he  wants  more  money,  as  he  certainly 
will, — let  him  have  children  by  my  daughter  or  no, 
I  fhall  have  his  whole  eftate  in  a  net  for  the  benefit 
of  my  family. — Well;  thus  it  is,  that  the  children 
of  citizens,  who  have  acquired  fortunes  prove  per- 
fons  of  fafhion;  and  thus  it  is,  that  perfons  of  fafhion, 
who  have  ruined  their  fortunes,  reduce  the  next  gene- 
ration to  cits.  [Exit. 

SCENE  changes  to  another  apartment. 
Enter  Mrs.  Heidelberg,   and  Mifs  Sterling. 

Mifs  SterL  This  is  your  gentle-looking,  foft-fpeak- 
Ing,  fweet-fmiling,  affable  Mifs  Fanny  for  you ! 

Mrs.  Heidel.  My  Mifs  Fanny!  Idifclaim  her.  With 
all  her  arts  fhe  never  could  infinuat  herfelf  into  my 
good  graces — and  yet  fhe  has  a  way  with  her,  that 
deceives  man,  woman,  and  child,  except  you  and 
me,  niece. 

Mifs Sterl.  O  ay;  fhe  wants  nothing  but  a  crook 
in  her  hand,  and  a  lamb  under  her  arm,  to  be  a  per- 
fect picture  of  innocence  and  fimplicity. 

Mrs.  Heidel.  Jufl  as  I  was  drawn  at  Amfter- 
dam,  when  I  went  over  to  vifit  my  hufband's  relati- 
ons. 

Mifs  Sterl.  And  then  fhe's  fo  mighty  good  to  fer- 
vants— fray,  John,  do  this— fray ,  Tom,  do  that— -thank 

you, 
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you,  Jenny — and  then  fo  humble  to  her  relations — to 
be  fur  e,  Papal — as  my  Aunt  pleafes— my  Sifter  knows 
heft — But  with  all  her  demurenefs  and  humility  me 
has  no  objection  to  be  Lady  Melvil,  it  feems,  nor  tQ 
any  wickednefs  that  can  make  her  fo. 

Mrs.  Heidel.  She  Lady  Melville  ?  Compofe  your- 
felf,  niece  !  I'll  ladymip  her  indeed  :-— a  little  crcp- 
pin,  cantin — She  (han't  be  the  better  for  a  farden  of 
my  money.  But  tell  me,  child,  how  does  this  in- 
triguing with  Sir  John  correfpond  with  her  partiality 
to  Lovewell  ?  I  don't  fee  a  concatunation  here. 

Mifs  Sterl.  There  I  was  deceived,  Madam.  I 
took  all  their  whifperings  and  ftealing  into  corners  to 
be  the  mere  attraction  of  vulgar  minds  •,  but,  beheld  ! 
their  private  meetings  were  not  to  contrive  their  own 
infipid'happinefs,  but  to  confpire  againft  mine. — But 
I  know,  whence  proceeds  Mr.  Lcveweli's  refentment 
to  me.  I  could  not  ftoop  to  be  familiar  with  my  fa- 
ther's clerk,  and  fo  I  have  loft  his  intereft. 

Mrs.  Heidel.  My  fpurrit  to  a  T. — My  dear  child  ! 
[kiffing  /for.]— -Mr.  Heidelberg  loft  his  election  for 
member  of  parliament,  becauie  I  would  not  demean 
myfelf  to  be  flobbered  about  by  drunken  fhoemakers, 
beaftly  cheefemongers,  and  greafy  butchers  and 
tallow-chandlers.  However,  Niece,  I  can't  help  dif- 
furing  a  little  in  opinion  from  you  in  this  matter. 
My  expernnce  and  fagucity  makes  me  (till  fufpect, 
that  there  is  fomething  more  between  her  and  that 
Lovewell,  notwithftanding  this  affair  of  Sir  John. — 
I  had  my  eye  upon  them  the  whole  time  of  break- 
fafl. — Sir  John,  I  obferved,  looked  a  little  confound- 
ed, indeed,  though  I  knew  nothing  of  what  had 
paffed  in  the  garden.  You  feemed  to  fit  upon  thorns 
too  :  but  Fanny  and  Mr.  Lovewell  made  quite  ano- 
ther-guefs  fort  of  a  figur  -,  and  were  as  perfect:  a 
pictur  of  two  diftreft  lovers,  as  if  it  had  been  drawn 
by  Rhaphael  Angelo,— As  to  Sir  John  and  Fanny,  I 
want  a  matter  of  fact. 

E  Mifs 
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Mifs  Sterl.  Matter  of  fa&,  Madam  !  Did  not  I 
come  unexpectedly  upon  them  ?  Was  not  Sir  John- 
kneeling  at  her  feet,  and  killing  her  hand  ?  Did  not 
lie  look  all  love,  and  fhe  all  confufion  ?  Is  not  that 
matter  of  fad:  ?  And  did  not  Sir  John,  the  moment 
that  Papa  was  called  out  of  the  room  to  the  lawyer- 
men,  get  up  from  breakfaft,  and  follow  him  imme- 
diately ?  And  I  warrant  you  that  by  this  time  he  has 
made  propofals  to  him  to  marry  my  fifter— Oh,  that 
forne  other  perfon,  an  earl,  or  a  duke,  would  make 
his  addreffes  to  me,  that  I  might  be  revenged  on 
this  moniler ! 

Mrs.  Heidel.  Be  cool,  child !  you  fiall  be  Lady 
Melvil,  in  fpite  of  all  their  caballins,  if  it  cofts  me 
ten  thoufand  pounds  to  turn  the  fcale.  Sir  John 
may  apply  to  my  brother,  indeed  ;  but  I'll  make 
them  aii  know  who  governs  in  this  fammaly. 

Mifs  Sterl.  As  Ilive,  Madam,  yonder  comes  Sir 
John.  A  bafe  man!  I  can't  endure  the  fight  of 
him.     I'll  leave  the  room  this  inftant.        [difordered* 

Mrs.  Heidel.  Poor  thing  !  Well,  retire  to  your  own 
chamber,  child  ;  I'll  give  it  him,  I  warrant  you  ;  and 
by  and  by  I'll  come  and  let  you  know  all  that  has  paft 
between  us. 

Mifs  Sterl.  Pray  do,  Madam  ! — [looking  back.]— 
A  vile  wretch  !  [Exit  in  a  rage. 

Enter  Sir  John  Melvil. 

Sir  JoJjn.  Your  mod  obedient  humble  fervanr, 
1-Jadam  !  [bowing  very  refpe£lfull)\ 

Mrs.  Heidel.  Your  fervant,  Sir  John  !    [dropping  a 

hulf-curtfey,  and  pouting, 

Sir  John.  Mifs  Sterling's  manner  of  quitting  the 
room  on  my  approach,  and  the  vifible  coolnels  of 
your  behaviour  to  me,  Madam,  convince  me  that  fhe 
has  acquainted  you  wirh  what  pail  this  morning. 

Mrs.   Heidel.  I   am  very  lorry,    Sir  John,    to  be 

made  acquainted  with  any  thing   that  fhould   induce 

me  to  change  the  opinon,  which  I  could  always  wifh 

w  en  certain  of  a  perfon  of  quallaty.  [pouting. 

2  Sir 


A    C  O  M  E  D  y.  5t 

Sir  jfaiw.  It  has  always  been  my  ambition  to  merit 
the  bed  opinion  from  Mrs.  Heidelberg  ;  and  when 
fee.  comes  to  weigh  all  circumftances,  I  flatter  rny- 
felf— 

Mrs.  Heidel.  You  do  flatter  yourfelf,  if  you. ima- 
gine that  I  can  approve  of  your  behavour -"to  my 
niece,  Sir  John.— And  give  me  leave  to  tell  you.  Sir 
John,  that,  you  .have  been  drawn  into  an  action  much 
beneath  you,  Sir  John;  and  that  I  look  upon  every 
injury  offered  to  Mifs  Betty  Sterling,  as  an  affront  to 
myfelrV  Sir  John.  [warmly. 

Sir  John.  I  would  not  offend  you  for  the  world, 
Madam  !  but  when  I  am  influenced  by  a  partiality 
for  another,  however  ill-founded,  I  hope  your  dis- 
cernment and  good  fenfe  will  think  it  rather  a  point 
of  honour  to  renounce  engagements,  which  I  could 
not  fulfil  fo  ftrictly  as  I  ought  •,  and  that  you  will 
excufe  the  change  in  my  inclinations,  fince  the  new 
object,  as  well  as  the  firft,  has  the  honour  of  being 
your  niece,  Madam. 

Mrs.  Heidel.  I  difclaim  her  as  a  niece,  Sir  John  -, 
Mifs  Sterling  difclaims  her  as  a  fifter,  and  the  wkole 
fammaly  mull  difclaim  her,  for  her  monftrus  bafe- 
nefs  and  treachery. 

Sir  John.  Indeed  (he  has  been  guilty  of  none, 
Madam.  Her  hand  and  heart  are,  I  am  lure,  en- 
tirely at  the  difpofal  of  yourfelf,  and  Mr.  Sterling. 

Enter  Sterling  behind. 
And  if  you  mould  not  oppofe  my  inclinations,  I  am 
fure  of  Mr.  Sterling's  confent,  Madam. 

Mrs.  Heidel.  Indeed  ! 

Sir  John.  Quite  certain,  Madam. 

Sterl.  [behind.]  So!  they  feem  robe  coming  to 
terms  already.  I  may  venture  to  make  my  ap- 
pearance. 

Mrs.  Heidel.  To  marry  Fanny  ?  [Sterling  advances 

by  degrees. 

Sir  John.  Yes,  Madam. 

Mrs.  Heidel.  My  brother  has  given  his  confent, 
you  fay  ?  E  2  Sir 
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Sir  John.  In  the  mod  ample  manner,  with  no 
other  reftriction  than  the  failure  of  your  concurrence, 
Madam.— [fees  Sterling.] — Oh,  here's  Mr.  Sterling, 
who  will  confirm  what  I  have  told  you. 

Mrs.  HeideL  What!  have  you  confented  to  give 
up  your  own  daughter  in  this  manner,   brother  ? 

Sterl.  Give  her  up  !  no,  not  give  her  up,  filler  % 
only  in  cafe  that  you — Zounds,  i  am  afraid  you  have 
laid  "too  much,  Sir  John.  [apart  to  Sir John.. 

Mrs.  HeideL  Yes,  yes.  I  fee  now  that  it  is  true 
enough  what  my  niece  told  me.  You  are  all  plot- 
tin  and  caballin  againft  her.— Pray,  does  Lord 
Ogleby  know  of  this  affair  ? 

Sir  John.  I  have  not  yet  made  him  acquainted 
with  it,  Madam. 

Mrs'.  HeideL  No,,  I  warrant  you.  I  thought  fo. 
—And  fo  his  Lordfhip  and  myfelf  truly,  are  not  to 
be  confulted  'till  the  laft. 

Sterl.  What !  did  not  you  confult  my  Lord  ?  Obj 
tie  for  fhame,   Sir  John  ! 

Sir  John.    Nay,   but  Mr.  Sterling — 

Mrs.  HeideL  We,  who  are  the  perfons  of  moft 
confequence  and  experunce  in  the  two  fammaliess 
are  to  know  nothing  of  the  matter,  'till  the  whole 
is  as  good  as  concluded  upon.  But  his  Lordfhip, 
I  am  fure,  will  have  more  generofaty  than  to  coun- 
tenance fuch  a  perceeding-  -And  I  could  not  have 
expected  fuch  behavour  from  a  perfon  of  your 
quallaty,  Sir  John  — And  as  for  yon,  brother — 

Sterl.  Nay,   nay,   but  hear  me,  lifter! 

Mrs.  HeideL  I  am  pe.rfetly  afhamed  of  you— 
Have  you  no  fpurrit  ?  no  more  concern  for  the  ho- 
nour of  our  fammaly  than  to  confent--- 

Sterl.  Cpnfent  ?— I  confent  ?— As  I  hope  for  mer- 
cy, I  never  gave  my.. confent.  Did  I  confent,  Sir 
lobn  ? 

Sir  John.  Not  abfolutely,  without  Mrs.  Heidel- 
berg's concurrence.  But  in  cafe  of  her  appro- 
bation—- 

SterL 
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Sttrl.  Ay,  I  grant  you,  if  my  fifter  approved— 
But  that's  quite  another  thing,  you  know. — 

[to  Mrs.  Heidelberg. 

Mrs.  Heidel.  Your  filler  approve,  indeed  ! — I 
thought  you  knew  her  better,  brother  Sterling  !-— 
What !  approve  of  having  your  eldeft  daughter  re- 
turned  upon  your  hands,  and  exchanged  for  the 
younger? — I  am  furprized  how  you  could  liften  to 
fuch  a  fcandalus  propofal. 

S;erl.  I  tell  you,  I  never  did  liften  to  it. — :Did  not 
I  fay  that  I  would  be  governed  entirely  by  my  fifter, 
Sir  John  ? — And  unlefs  Hie  agreed  to  your  marrying 
Fanny—  , 

Mrs.  Heidel.  I  agree  to  his  marrying  Fanny  ? 
abominable  !  The  man  is  abfolutely  out  of  hisfenfes. 
— Can't  that  wife  head  of  yours  forefee  the  confe- 
quence  of  all  this,  brother  Sterling  ?  Will  Sir  John 
take  Fanny  without  a  fortin  !  No. — After  you  have 
fettled  the  largeft  part  of  your  property  on  your 
youngeft  daughter,  can  there  be  an  equal  portion 
left  for  the  eldeft?  No. — Does  not  this  overturn  the 
whole  fyftum  of  the  fammaly  ?  Yes,  yes,  yes.  You 
know  I  was  always  for  my  niece  Betfey's  marrying 
a  perfon  of  the  very  firft  quallaty.  That  was  my 
maxum.  And,  therefore  much  the  largeft  fettle- 
ment  was  of  courfe  to  be  made  upon  her.— As  for 
Fanny,  if  (lie  could,  with  a  fortune  of  twenty  or 
thirty  thoufand  pounds,  get  a  knight,  or  a  member 
of  parliament,  or  a  rich  common-council-man  for  a 
hufband,  I  thought  it  might  do  very  well. 

Sir  John.  But  if  a  better  match  ihould  offer  itfelf, 
Why  mould  not  it  be  accepted,  Madam  ? 

Mrs.  Heidel.  What  at  the  expence  of  her  elder 
fifter!  Oh  fie,  Sir  John  !  How  could  you  bear  to 
hear  of  fuch  an  indignaty,  brother  Sterling  ? 

Sterl.  I!  Nay,  1  (han't  hear  of  it  I  promife  you.-— 
I  can't  hear  of  it  indeed,  Sir  John. 

Mrs.  Heidel.  But  you  have  heard  of  it,  brother. 
Sterling.     You  know  you  havej  and  fen.1  Sir  John 

E  2  to 
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to  propofe  it  to  me.  But  if  you  can  give  up  your 
daughter,  I  (han't  forfake  my  niece,  I  allure  you. 
Ah  !  if  my  poor  dear  Mr.  Heidelberg,  and  our  fweet 
babes  had  been  alive,  he  would  not  Have  behaved  fp. 
Sterl.  Did  I,  Sir  John  ?  nay  fpeak  1 — Bring  me  off, 
or  we  are  ruined.  [apart  to  Sir  John. 

Sir  John.  Why  to  be  fure,  to  fpeak  the  truth— 
Mrs.  Heidel.  To  fpeak  the  truth,  I'm  afhamed  of 
you  both.  But  have  a  care  what  you  aie  about, 
brother !  have  a  care,  I  fay.  The  counfellors  are  in 
the  houfe,  I  hear;  and  if  every  thing  is  not  fettled 
to  tny  liking,  .I'll  have  nothing  more  to  fay  to  you, 
if  I  live  thcfe  hundred  year s.. — I'll  ga  over  to  Hol- 
land, and  fettle  with  Mr.  Vanderfpracken,  my  poor 
hufband's  firft  coufin ;  and  my  own  fammaly  mall 
never  be  the  better  for  a  farden  of  my  money,  I 
promife  you.  [Exit, 

Manent  Sir  John,  and  Sterling. 

Sterl.  I  thought  fo.  I  knew  fhe  never  would 
agree  to  it. 

Sir  John.  'Sdeath,  how  unfortunate !  What  can 
we  do,  Mr.  Sterling  ? 

Sterl.  Nothing. 

Sir  John.  What  muft  our  agreement  break  off, 
the  moment  it  is  made  then  ? 

Sterl.  It  can't  be  helped,  Sir  John.  The  family, 
as  I  told  you  before,  have  great  expectations  from 
my  lifter ;  and  if  this  matter  proceeds,  you  hear 
yourfelf  that  me  threatens  to  leave  us. — My  brother 
Heidelberg  was  a  warm  man  •,  a  very  warm  man  ; 
and  died  worth  a  Plumb  at  lead;  a  Plumb!  ay,  I 
warrant  you,  he  died  worth  a  Plumb  and  a  half. 

Sir  John.     Well;  but  if  I— 

Sterl.  And  then,  my  lifter  has  three  or  four  very 
good  mortgages,  a  deal  of  money  in  the  three  per 
cents,  and  old  South-Sea  annuities,  befides  large 
concerns  in   the  Dutch    and   French    funds. — The 

greateft 
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greateft  part  of  all  this  me  n^eahs  to  leave  to  our" 
family/ 

Sir  John.     1  can  only  fay,  Sir— 

Sterl.  Why,  your  offer  of  the  difference  of  thirty - 
thoufand,  was  very  fair  and  handfome,  to  be  fure*- 
Sir  John.  - 

Sir  John,  Nay,  but  I  am  even  willing  to — 

Sterl.  Ay,  but  if  I  was  to  except  it  agairin:"  lier 
will,  I  might  lofe  above  a  hundred  thoufand  ,  fo,  yeu 
fee  the  ballance  is  againft  you,  Sir  John. 

Sir  John.  But  is  there  no  way,  do  you  think',  :of 
prevailing  on  Mrs.  Heidelberg  to  grant  her  confentr" -'■' 

Sterl.  I  am  afraid  not. — However,  when  her  paf- 
fion  is  a  little  abated— for  Hie's  very  paffionate— you 
may  try  what  can  be  done:  but  you  mult  not  ufe 
my  name  any  more.  Sir  John, 

Sir  John.  Suppofe  I  was  to  prevail  on  Lord  Ogleby 
to  apply  to  her,  do  you  think  that  would  have  any 
influence  over  her? 

Sterl.  1  think  he  would  be  more  likely  to  perfuade 
her  to  it,  than  any  other  perfon  in  the  family.  She 
has  a  great  refpedt  for  Lord  Ogleby.  She  loves  a  lord. 

Sir  John.  I'll  apply  to  him  this  very  day.— And  if 
he  mould  prevail  on  Mrs.  Heidelberg,  I  may  depend 
on  your  friendlhip,  Mr.  Sterling  ? 

Sterl.  Ay,  ay,  I  fhall  be  glad  to  oblige  you,  when 
it  is  in  my  power;  but  as  the  account  ftands  now, 
you  fee  it  is  not  upon  the  figures.  And  h  your 
fervant,  Sir  John.  [EMt. 

Sir  John  Melvil  alone. 

What  a  fituation  am  I  in  ! — Breaking  off  with  her 
whom  I  was  bound  by  treaty  to  marry ;  rejected  by 
the  object  of  my  affections  ;  and  embroiled  with  this 
turbulent  woman,  who  governs  the  whole  family. — 
And  yet  oppofition,  inftead  of  fmothering,  increafes 
my  inclination.  I  muff  have  her.  I'll  apply  imme- 
diately to  Lord  OglebyV  and    if  he  can   but  bring 

'E'4  ever 


56      The  CLANDESTINE  MARRIAGE, 

over  the  aunt  to  our  party,  her  influence  will  overcome 
the  fcruples  and  delicacy  of  my  dear  Fanny,  and  I 
fhall  be  the  happieft  of  mankind.  [Exit. 


A  C  T     IV.      S  C  E  N  E     I. 

A  room. 
Enter  Sterling,  Mrs.  Heidelberg,  and  Mifs  Sterling, 


Sterl.X  T  THAT!    will  vou  fend  Fanny    to  town, 

VV     fifer? 

Mrs.  Heidel.  To-morrow  morning.  I've  given 
orders  about  it  already. 

Sterl  Indeed? 

Mrs.  Heidel.  Pofatively. 

Sterl.  But  confider,  fitter,  at  fuch  a  time  as  this, 
what  an  odd  appearance  it  will  have. 

Mrs.  Heidel.  Not  half  fo  odd,  as  her  behaviour, 
brother.— This  time  was  intended  for  happinefs,  and 
I'll  keep  no  incendaries  hereto  deftroy  it.  I  infifton 
her  going  off  to-morrow  morning 

Sterl.  I'm  afraid  this  is  all  your  doing,  Betfey. 

Mifs  Slerl.  No  indeed,  Papa.  My  aunt  knows 
that  it  is  not. — For  all  Fanny's  bafenefs  to  me,  I  am 
fure  I  would  not  do,  or  fay  any  thing  to  hurt  her 
with  you  or  my  aunt  for  the  world. 

Mrs.  Heidel.  Hold  your  tongue,  Betfey! — I  will 
have  my  way. — When  (he  is  packed  off,  every  thing 
will  go  on  as  it  fhould  do.—- Since  they  are  at  their 
intrigues,  I'll  let  them  fee  that  we  can  act  with 
vigur  on  our  part  •,  and  the  fending  her  out  of  the 
way  inall  be  the  purlimunary  ilep  to  all  the  reft  of 
my  perceedings. 

Sterl  Well,  but  fifter— — 

Mrs.  Heidel.  It  does  not  fignify  talking,  brother, 
Sterling,  for  I'm  refolded  to  be  rid  of  her,  and  I  will. 

—Come 
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—Come  along,  child  1  [to  Mifs  Sterling]— The  poft- 
ihay  fhall  be. at  the  door  by  fix  o'clock  in  the  morn- 
ing •,  and  if  Mifs  Fanny  does  not  get  into  it,  why  I 
wilfe  and  fo  there's  an  end  of  the  matter. 

[fauncis_ouAjbitAMifi.  Sterling. 

Mrs.  Heidelberg  returns, 
Mrs.  Heidel.  One  word  more,  brother  Sterling] — 
I  expect  that  yon  will  .take  your  eldeft  daughter  in 
your  hand,  and  make  a  formal  complaint  to  Lord 
Ogleby  of  Sir  John  Melvil's  behaviour, — Do  this, 
Brother ;  Ihew  a  proper  regard  for  the  honour  cf 
your  fammaly  yourfelf,  and  I  fhall  throw  in  my  mite 
to  the  raifing  of  it.  If  not — but  now  you  know  my 
mind.  So  act  as  you  phafe,  and  take  the  confe- 
quences.  [Exit. 

Sterling  alone. 

The  devil's  in  the  woman  for  tyranny-— mothers, 
wives,  miftrefTes,  or  fillers,  they  always  will  govern 
us, — As  to  my  fifter  Heidelberg,  fhe  knows  the 
ftrength  of  her  purfe,  and  domineers  upon  the  credit 
of  it. — "  I  will  do  this" — and  "  you  fhall  do  that" 
■ — and  "  you  mud  do  t'other,  or  elfe  the  fammaly 
(han't  have  a  farden  of  " — [mimicking. — So  abfolute 
with  her  money !— but  to  fay  the  truth,  nothing  but 
money  can  make  us  abfolute,  and  fo  we  muft  e'en 
make  the  bed  of  her. 

SCENE  changes  to  the  garden. 

Enter  Lord  Ogleby,  and  Canton. 

Lord  Ogle.  What !  Mademoifelle  Fanny  to  be  fent 
away! — Why  .?—  Wherefore  ?— What's  the  meaning 
of  all  this  ? 

Cant.  Je  ne  fcais  pas. ---I  know  noting  of  it. 

Lord  Ogle.  It  can't  be  •  it  fhan't    be.     I   proteft 

againft  the  meafure.  5  he's  "a  fine  girl,  and  I  had  much 

lather  that  the"  reft  of  the  family  where  annihilated 
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than  that  fhe]  fhould  leave  us.-- Her  vulgar  father, 
that's  the  very  abftract  of  'Change- Alley — the  aunt, 
that's  always  endeavouring  to  be  a  fine  lady— and  the 
pert  filler,  for  ever  fhewing  that  fhe  is  one,  are  hor* 
rid  company  indeed,  and  without  her  would  be  into- 
lerable. Ah,  la  petite  Fanchon !  fhe's  the  thino-. 
Is  n't  fhe,  Cant  ? 

Cant.  Dere  is  very  good  fympatie  entre  vous,  and 
dat  young  lady,  mi  Lor. 

Lord  Ogle.  I'll  not  be  left  among  thefe  Goths  and 
Vandals,  your  Sterlings,  your  Heidelbergs,  and 
Devilbergs — if  fhe  goes,  I'll  pofitively  go  too. 

Cant.  In  de  fame  poft:chay,  mi  Lor  ?  You  have  no 
object  to  dat  I  believe,  nor  Mademoifelle  neider  too 
—  ha,  ha,  ha. 

Lord  Ogle.  Prithee  hold  thy  foolifh  tongue,  Cant. 
Does  thy  Swifs  flupidity  imagine  that  I  can  fee  and 
talk  with  a  fine  girl  without  defires  ? — My  eyes  are 
involuntarily  attracted  by  beautiful  objects-- -I  fly  as 
naturally  to  a  fine  girl — 

Cant.  As  de  fine  girl  to  you,  my  Lor,  ha,  ha, 
ha;  you  alway  fly  togedre  like  un  pair  of  pigeons.— 

Lord  Ogle.  Like  un  pair  de  pigeons — [mocks  him.] 
— Vous  etes  un  fot,  Monf.  Canton — Thou  art  always 
dreaming  of  my  intrigues,  and  never  feeft  me  badiner% 
but  you  fuipeci:  mifchief,  you  old  fool,  you. 

Cant.  I  am  fool,  I  confefs,  but  not  always  fool  in 
dat,  my  Lor,  he,  he,  he. 

Lord  Ogle.  He,  he,  he. — Thou  art  incorrigible, 
but  thy  abfurdities  amufe  one — Thou  art  like  my 
rappee  here,  [takes  out  his  box.']  a  mofl  ridiculous 
iuperfluity,  but  a  pinch  of  thee  now  and  then  is  a 
more  delicious  treat. 

Cant.  You  dome  great  honeur,  my  Lor. 

Lord  Ogle.  'Tis  fact,  upon  my  foul. — Thou  art 
properly  my  cephalick  fnuff,  and  art  no  bad  medicine 
againft  megrims,  vertigoes,  and  profound  thinking — 
ha,  ha,  ha. 

Cant* 
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Cant.  Your  flatterie,  my  Lor,  vil  make  me  too 
prode. 

Lord  Ogle,  The  girl  has  fome  little  partiality  for 
me,  to  be  fure :  but  prithee,  Cant,  is  not  that  Mifs 
Fanny  yonder  ? 

Cant.  [Looking  with  a  glafs.]  En  verite,  'tis  fhe, 
my  Lor — 'tis  one  of  de  pigeons,— de  pigeons 
d'amour. 

Lord  Ogle.  Don't  be  ridiculous,  you  old  monkey. 

[fmding. 
-Cant.     I  am  monkee,  I  am  ole,  but  I  have  eye,  I 
have  ear,  and  a  little  underftand,  now  and  den.-— 

'Lord  Ogle.  Taifez  vous  bete  ! 

Cant.  Elle  vous  attend,  my  Lor.— She  vil  make  a 
love  to  you. 

Lord  Ovle.  Will  fhe  ?  Have  at  her  then  !  A  fine 
girl  can't  oblige  me  more. — Egad,  I  find  myfelf  a 
little  enjouee — come  along,  Cant!  fhe  is  but  in  the 
next  walk — but  there  is  fuch  a  deal  of  this  damned 
crinkum-crankum,  as  Sterling  calls  it,  that  one 
fees  people  for  half  an  hour  before  one  can  gee 
to  them — Allons,  Monf.  Canton,  allonsdonc! 

[Exeunt  fwging  in  French. 

Another  part  of  the  garden. 
Lovewell,  and  Fanny. 

Lovew.  My  dear  Far.rty,  1  cannot  bear  your 
diftrefs  !  it  overcomes  all  my  refolutions,  and  I  am 
prepared  for  the  difcovery. 

Fanny.  But  how  can  it  be  effected  before  my  de- 
parture ? 

Lo-vew.  I'll  tell  you. — Lord  Ogleby  feems  to  enter- 
tain a  vifible  partiality  for  you  •,  and  notwithstanding 
the  peculiarities  of  his  behaviour,  I  am  fure  that  he 
is  humane  at  the  bottom.  He  is  vain  to  an  excels  -, 
but  withall  extremely  good-natured,  and  would  do 
any  thing  to  recommend  himfelf  to  a  lady.- — Do  you 
open  the  whole  affair  of  our  marriage  to  him  imme- 
diately.    It  will  come  with  more  irrefiilibfe  periiiafion 

from 
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from  you  than  from  myfelf;  and  I  doubt  not  but 
you'll  gain  his  friendfhip  and  proteftion  at  once.-— 
His  influence  and  authority  will  put  an  end  to  Sir 
John's  follicitations,  remove  your  aunt's  and  fifter'sun- 
kindnefs  and  fufpicions,  and,  I  hope,  reconcile  your 
father  and  the. whole  family  to  our  marriage. 

Fanny.  Heaven  grant  it!  Where  is  my  Lord  ? 

Lovew  I  have  heard  him  and  Canton  fince  dinner 
finging  French  fongs  under  the  great  walnut-tree  by 
the  parlour  door.  If  you  meet  with  him  in  the 
garden,  you  may  difclofe  the  whole  immediately, 

Fanny.  Dreadful  as  the  talk  is,  I'll  do  it. — Any 
thing  is  better  than  this  continual  anxiety. 

Lovew.  By  that  time  the  difcovery  is  made,  I  will 
appear  to  fecond  you. — Ha  !  here  comes  aiy  Lord. — 
Now,  my  dear  Fanny,  fummon  up  ail  your  fpirits, 
plead  our  caufe  powerfully,  and  be  fure  of  fuccefs. — ■ 

[going. 

Fanny.  Ah,  don't  leave  me ! 

Lovew.  Nay,  you  muft  let  me. 

Fanny.  Well;  fince  it  muft  be  fo,  I'll  obey  you, 
if  I  have  the  power.    Oh  Lovewell ! 

Lovew.  Confider  our  fituation  is  very  critical. 
To-morrow  morning  is  fixt  for  your  departure,  and 
if  we  lofe  this  opportunity,  we  may  wiin  in  vain  for 
another. — He  approaches — I  muft  retire. — Speak., 
my  dear  Fanny,  fpeak,  and  make  us  happy ! 

[ExiL 

Fanny  alone. 

Good  heaven,  what  a  fituation  am  I  in  !  what  fhall 
I  do  ?  what  fhall  I  fay  to  him  ?  I  am  all  confufion. 

Enter  Lord  Ogleby,  and  Canton. 

Lord  Ogle.  To  fee  fo  much  beauty  fo  folitary, 
Madam,  is  afatire  upon  mankind,  and  'tis  fortunate 
that  one  man  has  broke,  in  upon  your  reverie  for  the 
credit  of  our  fex,—- 1  fay   one,    Madam,   for  poor 

Canton 
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Canton  here,    from  age  and  infirmities,  flands  for 
nothing.  } 

Cant.  Noting  at  all,  inteed. 

Fanny.  Your  Lordfhip  does  me  great  honour. — I 
had  a  favour  to  requeft,  my  Lord  ! 

Lord  Ogle.  A  favour,  Madam  ! — To  be  honoured 
with  your  commands,  is  an  inexprefllble  favour  done 
to  me,  Madam. 

Fanny.  If  your  Lordmip  could  indulge  me  with 
the  honour  of  a  moment's — What  is  the  matter  with 
me  ?  \afide. 

Lord  Ogle.  The  girl's  confus'd — he '.—here's  ibme- 
thing  in  the  wind  faith— I'll  have  a  tete-a-tete  with 
her — allez  vous  en !  [to  Canton. 

Cant.  I  go — ah,  pauvre  Mademoifelle!  my  Lor, 
have  pi  tie  upon  the  poor  pigeons ! 

Lord  Ogle.  I'll  knock  you  down,  Cant,  if  you're 
impertinent.  [finilwg: 

Cant.  Den  I  mus  avay — [Jhuffles  along.]— You  are 
mofh  pleafe,  for  all  dat.  [ajide,  and  exit. 

Fanny.  I  mail  link  with  apprehension,  [ajide. 

Lord  Ogle.  What  a  iweet  girl!— -{he's  a  civiliz'd 
being,  and  atones  for  the  barbarifm  of  the  reft  of  the 
family. 

Fanny.  My  Lord!    I- '  [Jhe  curtfeys  and blajhes. 

Lord  Ogle,  [addrej/ing  ber.]  I  look  upon  it,  Madam, 
to  be  one  of  the  luckieft  circumstances  of  my  life, 
that"  I  have  this  moment  the  honour  of  receiving 
your  commands,  and  the  fatisfaclion  of  confirming 
with  my  tongue,  what  my  eyes  perhaps  have  but  too 
weakly  expreffed — that  I  am  literally — the  humbled 
of  your  fervants. 

Fanny.  I  think  myfelf  greatly  honoured,  by  your 
Lordfhip's  partiality  to  me;  but  itdiftreffes  me,  that 
I  am  obliged  in  my  preient  fituation  to  apply  to  it  for 
protection. 

Lord  Ogle.  I  am  happy  in  your  diftrefs,  Madam, 
becaufe  it  gives  me  an  opportunity  to  fhew  my  zeal. 
Beauty  to  me,  is  a  religion,  in  which  I  was  born  and 

bred 
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bred  a  bigot,  and  would  die  a  martyr.— Ym  in  tole* 
rable  fpirit?,  faith !  [afide. 

Fanny.  There  is  not  perhaps  at  this  momenta 
more  diftreffed  creature  than  myfelf.  Affection,  duty, 
hope,  defpair,  and  a  thoufand  different  fentimenjs, 
are  itruggiing  in  my  bofom  j  and  even  the  prefence 
of  yourXprdmip,  to  whom  I  have  flown  for  protet- 
tion,  adds  to  my  perplexity. 

Lord Qgk.  Does  it,  Madam? — Venus  forbid  [— 4$y 
old  fault ;  the  devil's  in  me,  I  think,  for  perplexing 
young  women,  \afide  and  fmiling.']  Take  courage, 
Madam !  dear  Mils  Fanny,  explain.— You  have  a 
powerful  advocate  in  my  breaft,  I  allure  you — my 
heart,  Madam--I  am  attached  to  you  by  all  the 
laws  of  fympathy,  and  delicacy. — By  my  honour, 
I  am.  i 

Fanny.  Then  I  will  venture  to  unburthen  my 
mind.— Sir  John  Melvil,  my  Lord,  by  the  moft 
mifplaced,  and  miftimed  declaration  of  affection  for 
me,  has  made  me  the  unhappieft  of  women. 

Lord  Ogle.  How,  Madam !  Lias  Sir  John  made  his 
add  relies  to  you  ? 

Fanny.  He  has,  my  Lord,  in  the  ftrongell  terms. 
But  I  hope  it  is  needlefs  to  fay,  that  my  duty  to  my 
father,  love  to  my  filler,  and  regard  to  the  whole  fa- 
mily, as  well  as  the  great  refpect  I  entertain  for  your 
Lordlhip  [curt/eying]  made  me  fhudder  at  his  ad- 
dreffes. 

Lord  Ogle.  Charming  girl !--- Proceed,  mydearMifs 
Fanny,  proceed!  - 

Fanny.  In  a  moment— give  me  leave,  my  Lord  ! — 
But  if  what  I  have  to  difclofe  mould  be  received  with 
anger  or  difpleafure -T-  -  .      :         .;:  1 

Lord  Ogle.  ImpoiTible,  by.  all  the  tender  powers! — 
Speak,  I  befeech  you,  or  I  ih&ll  divine  the  caufe  be- 
fore you  utter  it.  ,J  ;:: ..:. 

Fanny.  Then,  my  Lord,  Sir  John's  addreffes  arc 
got  only  mocking  to  me  in  themfelves;,  but  ;#re  more 

'  particularly 
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particularly  difagreeable  to  me  at  this  time — as  —  as 

[hejitating. 

Lord  Ogle.  As  what,  Madam? 

Fanny.  As— pardon  my  confufion — I  am  entirely 
devoted  to  another. 

Lord  Ogle.  If  this  is  not  plain,  the  devil's  in  it— 
[#/?<&.]  But  tell  me,  my  dearMifs  Fanny,  for  I  mull 
know  i  tell  me  the  how,  the  when,  and  the  where — 
Tell  me  ~ 

Enter  Canton  haftily. 

Cant.  My  Lor,  my  Lor,  my  Lor ! 

Lord  Ogle.  Damn  your  Swifs  impertinence!  how 
durft  you  interrupt  me  in  the  molt  critical  melting 
moment  that  ever  love  and  beauty  honoured  me  with  ? 

Cant.  I  demande  pardonne,  my  Lor  \  Sir  John 
Melvil,  my  Lor,  fent  me  to  beg  you  do  him  de  ho- 
neur  to  fpeak  a  little  to  your  Lorfhip. 

Lord  Ogle.  I'm  not  at  leifure — I'm  bufy — Get  away3 
you  ftupid  old  dog,  you  Swifs  rafcal,  or  I'll 

Cant.  Fort  bien,  my  Lor. —  [Cant,  goes  out  on  tiptoe. 

Lord  Ogle.  By  the  laws  of  gallantry,  Madam,  this 
interruption  mould  be  death  ;  but  as  no  punifhmenc 
ought  to  dilturb  the  triumph  of  the  fofter  paffions* 
the  criminal  is  pardoned  and  difmiifed — Let  us  return, 
Madam,  to  the  higheft  luxury  of  exalted  minds — a 
declaration  of  love  from  the  lips  of  beauty. 

Fanny.  The  entrance  of  a  third  perfon  has  a  little 
relieved  me,  but  I  cannot  go  through  with  it — and 
yet  I  mult  open  my  heart  with  a  difcovery,  or  it  will 
break  with  its  burthen. 

Lord  Ogle.  What  paffion  in  her  eyes !  I  am  alarmed 
to  agitation,  \afide.~\-~-Y  prefume,  Madam,  (and  as  you 
have  flattered  me,  by  making  me  a  party  concerned,  I 
hope  you'll  excufe  the  prefumption)  that  — — 

Fanny.  Do  you  excufe  my  making  you  a  party  con- 
cerned, my  Lord,  and  let  me  intereft  your  heart  in  my 
behalf,  as  my  future  happinefs  or  mifery  in  a  great 
meafure  depend^:  <«*■>.  - 

Lord 
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Lord  Ogle.  Upon  me,  Madam  ? 

Fanny.   Upon  you,   my  Lord.  [ftghs. 

Lord  Ogle.  There's  no  Handing  this  :  I  have  caught 
the  infection— heY  tendernefs  diflfolves  me.         \fighs. 

Fanny.  And  fhould  you  too  feverely  judge  of  a  rafb 
action  which  paffion  prompted,  and  modefty  has  lono- 
concealed— 

Lord  Ogle,  [taking  her  hand.']  Thou  amiable  crea- 
ture— command  my  heart,  for  it  is  vanquished— Speak 
but  thy  virtuous  wifhes,  and  enjoy  them. 

Fanny.  I  cannot,  my  Lord— indeed,  I  cannot — Mr, 
Lovewell  muft  tell  you  my  diftrefles — and  when  you 
know  them— pity  and  protect  me!—  [Exit,  in  tears. 

Lord  Ogleby  alone. 
How  the  devil  could  1  bring  her  to  this  ?  It  is  too 
much—- too  much— 1  can't  bear  it— I  muft  give  way 
to  this  amiable  weaknefs---['0/7^j  his  eyes.]  My  heart 
overflows  withfympathy,  and  I  feel  every  tendernefs^ 
I  have  inipired— [jiifles  the  tear.]  How  blind  have  I 
been  to  the  defolation  I  have  made  !--How  could  I 
poffibiy  imagine  that  a  little  partial  attention  and  ten- 
der civilities  to  this  young  creature  mould  have  ga- 
thered to  this  burft  of  paffion  !  Can  I  be  a  man  and 
withftand  it  ?  No— I'll  facrifice  the  whole  fex  to  her. 
-  -But  here  comes  the  father,  quite  apropos.  I'll 
open  the  matter  immediately,  fettle,  the  bufinefs  with 
him,  and  take  the  fweet  girl  down  to  Ogleby-houfe 
to-morrow  morning— But  what  the  devil !  Mifs  Ster- 
ling too  !  What  mifchief's  in  the  wind   now? 

Enter  Sterling,  and  Mifs  Sterling. 
Sterl.  My  Lord,  yourfervand  I  am  attending  my 
daughter  hereupon  rather  a  difagreeable  affair.  Speak, 
to  his  LorcHhip,  Betfey  ! 

Lord  Ogle.  Your  eyes,  Mifs  Sterling— for  I  always 
read  the  eyes  of  a  young  lady— betray  fome  little  emo- 
tion—What are  your  commands,  Madam  ? 

5  Mifs 
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Mifs  Sterl.  I  have  but  too  much  caufe  for  my  emo- 
tion, my  Lord! 

Lord  Ogle.  I  cannot  commend  my  kinfman's  beha- 
viour, Madam.  He  has  behaved  like  a  falfe  knight* 
I  mufl  confefs.  1  have  heard  of  his  apoftacy.  Mifs 
Fanny  has  informed  me  of  it. 

Mifs  Sterl.  Mifs  Fanny's  bafenefs  has  been  the  caufe 
of  Sir  John's  inconftancy. 

Lord  Ogle.  Nay,  now,  my  dear  Mifs  Sterling,  your 
paffion  tranfports  you  too  far.  Sir  John  may  have 
entertain'd  a  paffion  for  Mifs  Fanny,  but  believe  me* 
my  dear  Mifs  Sterling,  believe  me,  Mifs  Fanny  has 
no  paffion  for  Sir  John.  She  has  a  paffion,  indeed,  a 
moil  tender  paffion.  She  has  opened  her  whole  foul 
to  me,  and  I  know  where  her  affections  are  placed. 

[conceitedly. 

Mifs  Sterl.  Not  upon  Mr.  Lovewell,  my  Lord  ; 
for  I  have  great  reafon  to  think  that  her  feeming  at- 
tachment to  him,  is,  by  his  confent,  made  ufe  of  as 
a  blind  to  cover  her  defigns  upon  Sir  John. 

Lord  Ogle.  Lovewell !  No,  poor  lad  !  She  does  not 
think  of  him.  •  [fmiling. 

Mifs  Sterl.  Have  a  care,  my  Lord,  that  both  the 
families  are  not  made  the  dupes  of  Sir  John's  artifice 
and  my  filler's  diffimulation  !  You  don't  know  her— 
Indeed,  my  Lord,  you  don't  know  her — a  bafc,  infi- 
nuating,  perfidious !— It  is  too  much-— She  has  been 
beforehand  with  me,  I  perceive.  Sucb  unnatural  be- 
haviour to  me!— But  fince  I  fee  I  ca-n  have  no  re- 
drefs,  I  am  refolved  that  fome  way  or  other  I  will 
have  revenge.  [Exit. 

Sterl.  This  is  foolifh  work,  my  Lord  ! 

Lord  Ogle.  I  have  too  much  fenfibility  to  bear  the 
tears  of  beauty. 

Sterl.  It  is  touching  indeed,  my  Lord— and  very 
moving  for  a  father. 

Lord  Ogle.  To  be  fure,  Sir  !— You  muft  be  diftreft 
beyond  meafufe ! — Wherefore,  to  divert  your  too  ex-. 

F  qui  use 
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qnifite  feelings,  fuppofe  we  change  the  fubjecl,  and 
proceed  to  bufinefs. 

Sterl.  With  all  my  heart,   my  Lord  ! 
Lord  Ogle.  You  fee,  Mr.  Sterling,  we  can  make  no 
union  in  our  families  by  the  propos'd  marriage. 
Sterl.  And  very  forry  I  am  to  fee  it,  my  Lord. 
Lord  Ogle.  Have  you  fet  your  heart  upon  being  al- 
lied to  our  houfe,  Mr.  Sterling  ? 

Sterl.  'Tis  my  only  wifh,  at  prefent,  my  omnium, 
as  I  may  call  it. 

Lord  Ogle.  Your  wi (lies  mail  be  fulfilPd. 
Sterl.  Shall  they,    my  Lord  ! — but  how — how? 
Lord  Ogle.  I'll  marry  in  your  family. 
Sterl.  What !    my  filler  Heidelberg  ?     : 
Lord  Ogle.  You  throw  me  into  a  cold  fweat,  Mr. 
Sterling.     No,  not  your  filler — but  your  daughter. 
Sterl.  My  daughter  1 

Lord  Ogle.  Fanny  !— now  the  murder's  out ! 
Sterl.  Whatjtfft,  my  Lord  ? — 
Lord  Ogle.  Yes— I,  I,  Mr.  Sterling! 
Sterl.  No,  no,  my  Lord— that's  too  much,     [fmiling. 
Lord  Ogle. Too  much  ?-— I  don't  comprehend  you. 
Sterl.  What,  you,  my  Lord,  marry  my  Fanny  !-*- 
Blefs  me,  what  will  the  folks  fay  ? 
Lord  Ogle.  Why,  what  will  they  fay  ? 
Sterl.  That  you're  a  bold  man,  my  Lord — that's 
all. 

Lord  Ogle.  Mr.  Sterling,  this  may  be  city  wit  for 
ought  I  know — Do  you  court  my  alliance  ? 
Sterl.  To  be  fure,  my  Lord. 
Lord  Ogle.  Then  I'll  explain. — My  nephew  won't 
marry  your  eldeft  daughter — nor  I  neither— Your 
youngeft  daughter  won't  marry  him- -I  will  marry 
your  younged  daughter — 

Sterl.  What  !  with  a  younger  daughter's  fortune, 
my  Lord  ? 

Lord  Ogle.  With  any  fortune,  or  no  fortune  at  all, 

Sir.     Love  is  the  idol  of  my  heart,  and  the  daemon 

Intereft  finks  before  him.     So,  Sir,  as  I  laid  before, 

4  I  will 


A    C  O  M  E  D  Y.  67 

1  will  marry  your  youngeft  daughter  ;  your  young-eft 
daughter  will  marry  me.— 

SterL  Who  told  you  lb,  my  Lord  ? 

Lord  Ogle.  Her  own  fvveet  feif,  Sir. 

Uteri.  Indeed  ? 

Lord  Ogle.  Yes,  Sir :  our  affection  is  mutual ;  your 
advantage  double  and  treble— your  daughter  will  be  a 
Countefs  directly— I  mall  be  the  happieitof  beings — 
and  you'll  be  father  to  an  Earl  initead  of  a  Baronet. 

Sterl.  But  what  will  my  niter  lay  ? — and  my  daugh- 
ter ? 

Lord  Ogle.  I'll  manage  that  matter — nay,  if  they 
won't  confent,  I'll  run  away  with  your  daughter  in 
ipite  of  you. 

SterL  Well  faid,  my  Lord  ! — your  fpirit's  good — 
I  wifh  you  had  my  conftitution  ! — but  if  you'll  ven- 
ture, I  have  no  objection,  if  my  fifter  has  none. 

Lord  Ogle.  I'll  anfwer  for  your  filler,  Sir.  Apropos  ! 
the  lawyers  are  in  the  houfe — I'll  have  articles  drawn, 
and  the  whole  affair  concluded  to-morrow  morning. 

Sterl.  Very  well :  and  I'll  difpatch  Love  well  to 
London  immediately  for  fome  frelh  papers  I  (hall 
want,  and  I  mail  leave  you  to  manage  matters  with 
my  filler.  You  mufl  excufe  me,  my  Lord,  but  I 
can't  help  laughing  at  the  match  —  He  !  he  !  he  \ 
what  will  the  folks  lay  ?  [Exit. 

Lord  Ogle.  What  a  fellow  am  I  going  to  make  a  fa- 
ther of? — He  has  no  more  feeling  than  the  pod  in 
his  warehoufe — But  Fanny's  virtues  tune  me  to  rap- 
ture again,  and  I  won't  think  of  the  reft  of  the 
family, 

.  Enter  Lovewell  hajiily. 
Lcvew.  I  beg  your  Lordihip's  pardon,  my  Lord  1 
are  you  alone,  my  Lord  ? 

Lord  Ogle.    No,  my  Lord,  I  am  not  alone  !  I  am 
in  company,   the  bed  company. 
Lovcw.  My  Lord  I 

F  2  Lord 
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Lord  Ogle.  I  never  was  in  fuch  exquifite  enchanting 
company  fince  my  heart  firfl  conceived,  or  my  fenfes 
tafted  pleafure. 

Lovew.  Where  are  they,  my  Lord  ?    [looking  about. 
Lord  Ogle.  In  my  mind,  Sir. 
Lovew.  What  company  have  you  there,  my  Lord  ? 

[fmilfng* 
Lord  Ogle.  My  own  ideas,  Sir,  which  fo  croud  upon 
my  imagination,  and  kindle  it  to  fuch  a  delirium  of 
extafy,  that  wit,  wine,  mufick,  poetry,  all  combined, 
and  each  perfection,  are  but  mere  mortal  fhadows  of 
my  felicity. 

Lovew.  I  fee  that  your  Lordfhip  is  happy,  and  I 
rejoice  at  it. 

Lord  Ogle.  You  fhall  rejoice  at  it,  Sir  ;  my  felicity 
fhall  not  felftfhly  be  confined,  but  fhall  fpread  its  in- 
fluence to  the  whole  circle  of  my  friends.  I  need  not 
fay,   Love  well,  that  you  fhall  have  your  fhare  of  it. 

Lovew.  Shall  I,  my  Lord  ? — then  I  underftand  you 
--you  have  heard— Mifs  Fanny  has  inform'dyou — 

Lord  Ogle.  She  has — I  have  heard,  and  fhe  fhall  be 
happy— 'tis  determin'd. 

Lovew.  Then  I  have  reached  the  fummit  of  my 
wifhes — And  will  your  Lordfhip  pardon  the  folly  ? 

Lord  Ogle.  O  yes,  poor  creature,  how  could  fhe 
help  it  ?— 'Twas  unavoidable — Fate  and  neceffity. 

Lovew.  It  was  indeed,  my  Lord — Your  kindnefs 
diftracts  me. 

Lord  Ogle.  And  fo  it  did  the  poor  girl,  faith. 
Lovew.  She  trembled  to  difclofe  the  fecrer,  and  de- 
clare her  affections  ? 

Lord  Ogle.  The  world,  I  believe,  will  not  think  her 
affections  ill  placed. 

Lovew. — [bowing.'] — You  are  too  good,  my  Lord. 
—-And  do  you  really  excufe  the  ramnefs  of  the  ac- 
cion  ? 

Lord  Ogle.  From  my  very  foul,  Lovewell. 
Lovew.  Your  generofity  overpowers  me.— [hewing J] 
— -I  was  afraid  of  her  meeting  with  a  cold  reception. 

Lord 
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Lord  Ogle.  More  fool  you  then. 

Who  pleads  her  caufe  with  never-failing  beauty, 
Here  finds  a  full  redrefs.  [Jirikes  his  brzafl. 

She's  a  fine  girl,  Lovewell. 

Lovew.  Her  beauty,  my  Lord,  is  her  leafl  merit. 
She  has  an  underflanding 

Lord  Ogle.  Her  choice  convinces  me  of  that. 

Lovew. — [b owing. 1 — That's  your  Lordfhip's  good- 
nefs.     Her  choice  was  a  difinterefted  one. 

Lord  Ogle.  No — no— not  altogether-— it  began 
with  intereft,  and  ended  in  paffion. 

Lovew.  Indeed,  my  Lord,  if  you  were  acquainted 
with  her  goodnefs  of  heart,  and  generofity  of  mind, 
as  well  as  you  are  with  the  inferior  beauties  of  her 
face  and  perfon- — 

Lord  Ogle.  I  am  fo  perfectly  convinced  of  their 
exiftence,  and  fo  totally  of  your  mind  touching 
■every  amiable  particular  of  that  fweet  girl,  that  were 
at  not  for  the  cold  unfeeling  impediments  of  the  law, 
J  would  marry  her  to-morrow  morning. 

Lovew.  My  Lord ! 

Lord  Ogle.  I  would,  by  all  that's  honourable  in 
man,  and  amiable  in  woman. 

Lovew.  Marry  her! ---Who  do  you  mean,  my 
Lord  ? 

Lord  Ogle.  Mifs  Fanny  Sterling,  that  is — the  Coun- 
te'fs  of  Ogleby  that  mall  be. 

Lovew.  I  am  aftonifhed. 

Lord  Ogle.  Why,  could  you  expect  lefs  from  me  ? 

Lovew.  I  did  not  expect  this,  my  Lord. 

Lord  Ogle.  Trade  and  accounts  have  deflroyed 
your  feeling. 

Lovew.  No,  indeed,  my  Lord.  [*%&?. 

Lord  Ogle.  The  moment  that  love  and  pity  en- 
tered my  breaft,  I  was  refoived  to  plunge  into  ma- 
trimony, and  fhorten  the  girl's  tortures — I  never  do 
any  thing  by  halves  3  do  I,  Lovewell  ? 

Lovew.  No>  indeed,  my  Lord — \Jighs.] — What  an 
accident ! 

F  3  Lord 
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Lord  Ogle.  What's  the  matter,  Lovewell  ?  thou 
feem'ft  to  have  loft  thy  faculties.  Why  don't  you 
wifh  nie  joy,   man  ? 

Lovew.  O,  I  do,  my  Lord.  L%^-c- 

Lord  Ogle.  She  faid,  that  you  would  explain  what 
fhe  had  not  power  to  utter — but  I  wanted  no  inter- 
preter for  the  language  of  love. 

Lovew,  But  has  your  Lordfhip  confidered  the 
confequences  of  your  refolution  ? 

Lord  Ogle.  No,  Sir-,  I  am  above  confederation, 
when  my  defires  are  kindled. 

Lovew.  But  confider  the  confequences,  my  Lord, 
to  your  nephew.  Sir  John. 

Lord  Ogle.  Sir  John  has  confidered  no  confe- 
quences himfelf,  Mr.  Lovewell. 

Lovew.  Mr.  Sterling,  my  Lord,  will  certainly  re- 
fufe  his  daughter  to  Sir  John. 

Lord  Ogle.  Sir  John  has  already  refufed  Mr.  Ster- 
ling's daughter. 

Lovew.  But  what  will  become  of  Mils  Sterling, 
my  Lord  ? 

Lord  Ogle.  What's  that  to  you  ?-— You  may  have 
her,  if  you  will. — I  depend  upon  Mr.  Sterling's  city- 
philofophy,  to  be  reconciled  to  Lord  Ogleby's  being 
his  fon-in-law,  in  (lead  of  Sir  John  Melvil,  Baronet. 
Don't  you  think  that  your  matter  may  be  broughtto 
that,  without  having  recourfe  to  his  calculations  ? 
Eh,  Lovewell ! 

Lovew.  But,  my  Lord,  that  is  not  the  ques- 
tion. 

Lord  Ogle.  Whatever  is  "the  qu'eftion,  I'll  tell  you 
my  anfwer. — I  am  in  love  with  a  fine  girl,  whom  I 
refolve  to  marry. 

Enter  Sir  John  Melvil. 
What  news  with  you,  Sir  John  ? — You  look  all 
hurry  and  impatience — like  a  meifenger  after  a  battle. 
Sir  John.  After  a  battle,  indeed,  my  Lord. — I 
have  this  day  had  a  fevere  engagement,  and  wanting 
your  Lordlhip  as  an  auxiliary,  I  have  at  laft  mutter- 
ed 
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ed  up  refolution   to  declare,  what  my  duty  to  you 
and  to  myielf  have  demanded  from  me  fome  time. 

Lord  Ogle.  To  the  bufinefs  then,  and  be  as  con- 
cife  as  poffible  ;  for  I  am  upon  the  wing — eh, 
Love  well  ?  [he  /miles,  and  'Lovewell  bows. 

Sir  John.  I  find  'tis  in  vain,  my  Lord,  to  ftruggle 
againil  the  force  of  inclination. 

Lord  Ogle.  Very  true,  Nephew — I  am  your  wit- 
nefs,  and  will  fecond  the  motion — fhan't  I,  Love- 
well  ?  [/miles,  and  Lovewell  bows. 

Sir  John.  Your  Lordfhip's  generofity  encourages 
me  to  tell  you— that  I  cannot  marry  Mils  Sterling. 

Lord  Ogle.  I  am  not  at  all  furpriz'd  at  it— fhe's  a 
bitter  potion,  that's  the  truth  of  it ;  but  as  you  were 
to  fwallow  it,  and  not  I,  it  was  your  bufinefs,  and 
not-  mine — any  thing  more  ? 

Sir  John.  But  this,  my  Lord — that  I  may  be  per- 
mitted to  make  my  addrefies  to  the  other  lifter. 

Lord  Ogle.  O  yes — by  all  means — have  you  any 
jiopes  there,  Nephew  ?-- Do  you  -think  he'll  fucceed, 
Lovewell  ?  [/miles,  a?id  winks  at  Lovewell. 

Lovew.  I  think  not,  my  Lord.  [gravely. 

Lord  Ogle.  I  think  fo  too,  but  let  the  fool  try. 

Sir  John.  Will  your  Lordfhip  favour  me  with  your 
good  offices  to  remove  the  chief  obftacle  to  the 
match,  the  repugnance  of  Mrs  Heidelberg  ? 

Lord  Ogle.  Mrs.  Heidelberg ! — Had  not  you  better 
begin  with  the  young  lady  firft  ?  it  will  fave  you  a 
great  deal  of  trouble;  won't  it,  Lovewell  ?— [/miles.'] 
—but  do  what  you  pleale,  it  will  be  the  fame  thing 
to  me  —  won't  it,  Lovewell  ?  —  [conceitedly.]  —  Why 
don't  you  laugh  at  him  ? 

Lovew.  I  do,  my  Lord.  [/ones  a  /mile. 

Sir  John.  And  your  Lordfhip  will  endeavour  to 
prevail  on  Mrs.  Heidelberg  to  confent  to  my  mar- 
riage with  Mifs  Fanny  ? 

Lord  Ogle.  I'll  fpeak  to  Mrs.  Heidelberg,  about 
the  adorable  Fanny,  as  foon  as  poifible. 

F  4  'Sir 
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Sir  John.  Your  generality  tranfports  me. 

Lord  Ogle.  Poor  fellow,  what  a  dupe  !  he  little 
thinks  who's  in  poiTeffion  of  the  town,  [afide. 

Sir  John.  And  your  Lordihip  is  not  offended  at 
this  feeming  inconftancy  ? 

Lord  Ogle.  Not  in  the  lead.  Mils  Fanny's  charms 
will  even  excufe  infidelity — I  look  upon  women  as  the 
fer<z  na$ur<e^ — lav/full  game — and  every  man  who  is 
qualified,  has  a  natural  right  to  purfue  them  ;  Love- 
well  as  well  as  you,  and  I  as  well  as  either  of  you.— 
Every  man  (hall  do  his  heft,  without  offence  to  any 
—-what  fay  you,  kinfmen  ? 

Sir  John.  You  have  made  me  happy,  my  Lord. 

Lovew.  And  me,  I  affure  you,  my  Lord. 

Lord  Ogle.  And  I  am  fuperlatively  fo — aliens  done 
—to  hori'e  and  away,  boys ! — you  to  your  affairs, 
and  I  to  mine-.— fuivons  1'amour !  [J*ngs> 

[Exeunt  [ever  ally. 


rami 
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Fanny'j  apartment. 

Enter  Lovewell  and  Fanny— followed  by  Betty. 

fJvTT  THY  did  you  come  fo  foon,  Mr.  Love- 
\y  well?  the  family  is  not  yet  in  bed, 
and  Betty  certainly  heard  fomebody  liftening  near 
the  chamber-door. 

Betty.  My  miflrefs  is  right,  Sir!  evil  fpirits  are 
abroad-,  and  I  am  fure  you  are  both  too  good,  not 
%o  expect  mifchjef  from  them. 

Lovew.  But  who  can  be  fo  curious,  or  fo  wicked  ? 
Betty.  I  think  we  have  wickednefs,    and  curiofity 
enough  in  this  family.  Sir,  to  expect  the  word. 

Fanny.  I  do  expect  the  word. — Prithee,  Betty, 
return  to  the  outward  door,  and  liften  if  you  hear 

any 
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Betty.  I  warrant  you,  Madam — the  Lord  blefs  you 
both !  [Exit. 

Fanny.  What  did  my  father  want  with  you 
this  evening  ? 

Lovew,  He  gave  me  the  key  of  his  clofet,  with 
orders  to  bring  from  London  fome  papers  relating 
to  Lord  Ogleby. 

Fanny.  And  why  did  not  you  obey  him  ? 

Lovew.  Becaufe  I  am  certain  that  his  Lordfhip 
has  open'd  his  heart  to  him  about  you,  and  thofe 
papers  are  wanted  merely  on  that  account — but  as 
we  fhall  difcover  all  to-morrow,  there  will  be  no  oc- 
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mod  generous  facrifice  you   have  made  to  love  and 
me,  might  be  lefs  injurious   to  you,  by  waiting   a 
lucky  moment  of  reconciliation. 

Fanny.  Hufhl  hufti !  for  heav'n  fake,  my  dear 
Loveweil,  don't  be  fo  warm ! — your  generofity  gets 
the  better  of  your  prudence  -,  you  will  be  heard,  and 
we  mail  be  difcovered.— I  am  fatisfied,  indeed  I  am. 
— Excufe  this  weaknefs,  this  delicacy — this  what  you 
will. — My  mind's  at  peace — indeed  it  is — think  no 
more  of  it,  if  you  love  me ! 

Lovew.  That  one  word  has  charm'd  me,  as  it  al- 
ways does,  to  the  moil  implicit  obedience  ;  it  would 
be  the  worft  of  ingratitude  in  me  to  diftrefs  you  a 
moment.  '       [kijj'es  her. 

.         Re-enter  Betty. 

Betty,  [in  a  low  voice.']  I'm  lorry  to  diflurb  you. 

Fanny.  Ha !   what's  the  matter  ? 

Lovew.  Have  you  heard  any  body  ? 

Betty.  Yes,  yes,  I  have,  and  they  have  heard  you 
too,  or  I  am  miftaken — if  they  had  feen  you  too, 
we  mould  have  been  in  a  fine  quandary. 

Fanny.  Prithee  don't  prate  now,  Betty ! 

Lovew.  What  did  you  hear  ? 

Betty.  I  was  preparing  myfelf,  as  ufual,  to  take  me 
a  little  nap. 

Lovezv.  A  nap! 

Betty.  Yes,  Sir,  a  nap ;  for  I  watch  much  better 
fo  than  wide  awake  ;  and  when  I  had  wrap'd  this 
handkerchief  round  my  head,  for  fear  of  the  ear- 
ach  from  the  key-hole,  I  thought  I  heard  a  kind  of 
a  lbrt  of  a  buzzing,  which  I  firft  took  for  a  gnat, 
and  fhook  my  head  two  or  three  times,  and  went  fo 
with  my  hand— 

Fanny.  Well — well — and  fo— 

Betty.  And  fo,  Madam,  when  I  heard  Mr.  Love- 
well  a  little  loud,  I  heard  the  buzzing  louder  too— 
and  pulling  off  my  handkerchief  foftly — I  could  hear 
this  fort  of  noife — [makes  an  indiftinil  noife  like  /peaking. 

Fanny.  Well,  and  what  did  they  fay  ? 

Betty. 
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Betty.  Oh!  I  cou'd  not  underftand  a  word  of  what 
was  faid. 

Lovew.  The  outward  door  is  lock'd  ? 
Betty.  Yes ;  and  I  bolted  it  too,  for  fear  of  the  word. 
Fanny.  Why  did  you  ?  they  muft  have  heard  you, 
if  they  were  near. 

Betty,    And   I   did  it    on   purpofe,    Madam,   and 
cough'd  a  little  too,  that  they  might  not  hear  Mr. 
Lovewell's  voice— when  I  was  filent,  they  were  filent, 
and  fo  I  came  to  tell  yon. 
Fanny.  What  mall  we  do  ? 

Lovew.  Fear  nothing-,  we  know  the  word;  it 
will  only  bring  on  our  catailrophe  a  little  too  foon — 
but  petty  might  fancy  this  noife — (he's  in  the  con- 
ipiracy,  and  can  make  a  man  of  a  mouie  at  any  time. 
Betty.  I  can  diltinguiih  a  man  from  a  moufe,  as 
well  as  my  betters — I  am  forry  you  think  fo  ill  of  me, 
Sir. 

Fanny.  He  compliments  you,  don't  be  a  fool! — ■ 
Now  you  have  fet  her  tongue  a  running,  fhe'll  mutter 
for  an  hour,  [to  Love  well.]  I'll  go  and  hearken  my- 
felf.  [Exit, 

Betty.  I'll  turn  my  back  upon  no  girl,  for  fincerity 
and  fervice.  [half  ajide,  and  muttering. 

Lovew.  Thou  art  the  firft  in  the  world  for  both; 
and  I  will  reward  you  foon,  Betty,  for  one  and  the 
other. 

Betty.  I'm  not  marcenary  neither — I  can  live  on  a 
little,  with  a  good  carreter. 

Re-enter  Fanny. 

Fanny.  All  feems  quiet — fuppofe,    my  dear,  you 

go  to  your  ovyn  room — I  mail  be  much  eafier  then — 

and  to-morrow  we  will  be  prepared  for  the  difcovery. 

Betty.  You  may  difcover,  if  you  pleafe  •,    but,  for 

my  part,  I  fhall  lliil  be  fecret.  [half  'ajide,  and  muttering. 

Lovew.  Should  I  leave  you  now, — if  they  (till  are 

upon  the  watch,   we  mall  lofe  the  advantage  of  our 

delay.— Befides,  we  mould  confuit  upon  to-morrow's 

bufmefs. — Let  Betty  go  to  her  own  room,  and  lock 

the 
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the  outward  door  after  her-,  we  can  fallen  this ;  and 
when  (he  thinks  all  fafe,  fhe  may  return  and  let  me 
out  as  ufual. 

Betty.  Shall  I,  Madam  ? 

Fanny.  Do !  let  me  have  my  way  to-night,  and  you 
mall  command  me  ever  after. — I  would  not  have  you 
furprized  here  for  the  world. — Pray  leave  me !  I  fhall 
be  quite  myfelf  again,  if  you  will  oblige  me. 

Lovew.  I  live  only  to  oblige  you,  my  fweet  Fanny! 
I'll  be  gone  this  moment.  [going. 

Fanny.  Let  us  liften  firft  at  the  door,  that  you  may 
not  be  intercepted. — Betty  fhall  go  firft,  and  if  they 
lay  hold  of  her 

Betty.  They'll  have  the  wrong  fow  by  the  ear,  I 
can  tell  them  that.  [.going  hajlily. 

Fanny.  Softly — foftly — Betty!  don't  venture  out, 
if  you  hear  a  noife. — Softly,  I  beg  of  you  ! — See, 
Mr.  Lovewell,  the  effects  of  indifcretion  ! 

Lovew-*  But  love,  Fanny,  makes  amends  for  all. 

[Exeunt  all  foftly. 

SCENE  changes  to  a  gallery ',  which  leads  to  fever al 

bed- chambers. 

Enter  Mifs  Sterling,  leading  Mrs.  Heidelberg  in  a 
night-cap. 

Mifs  Sterl.  This  way,  dear  Madam,  and  then  I'll 
tell  you  all. 

Mrs.  Heidel.  Nay,  but  Niece— confider  a  little — 
don't  drag  me  out  in  this  iigur— let  me  put  on  my 
fly-cap  !—  -if  any  of'  my  Lord's  fammaly,  or  the  coun- 
sellors at  law,  mould  be  ftirring,  I  mould  be  per- 
digus  difconcarted.  i   • 

Mifs  Sterl.  But,  my  dear  Madam,  a  moment  is  an 
age,  in  my  fituation.  I  am  fure  my  filter  has  been 
plotting  my  difgrace  and  ruin  in  that  chamber — O 
ihe's  all  craft  and  wickednefs! 

Mrs.  Heidel.  Well,  but  foftly,  Betfey  !— you  are  all 

in  emotion— your  mind  is  too  much  flu  ft  rated — you 

i  .  can 
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can  neither  eat  nor  drink,  nor  take  your  natural  reft — 
compofe  yourfelf,  child ;  for  if  we  are  not  as  wary- 
fome  as  they  are  wicked,  we  fhall  difgrace  ourfelves 
and  the  whole  fammaly. 

Mifs  Sterl.  We  are  difgrac'd  already,  Madam- 
Sir  John  Melvil  has  forfaken  me ;  my  Lord  cares 
for  nobody  but  himfelf ;  or,  if  for  any  body,  it  is  my 
filter;  my  father,  for  the  fake  of  a  better  bargain, 
would  marry  me  to  a  'Change- broker;  fo  that  if 
you,  Madam,  don't  continue  my  friend — if  you  for- 
iake  me — if  I  am  to  lofe  my  bell  hopes  and  confo- 
lation — in  your  tendernefs — and  affect— ions — I  had 
better — at  once — give  up  the  matter — and  let  my 
filler  enjoy— the  fruits  of  her  treachery — trample 
with  fcorn  upon  the  rights  of  her  elder  filler,  the 
will  of  the  bell  of  aunts,  and  the  weaknefs  of  a  too 
interelted  father.     [fbe  pretends  to  be  burfling  into  tears 

all  this  fpeech. 

Mrs.  Heidel.  Don't  Betfey — keep  upyourfpurrit — 

I  hate  whimpering — I  am  your  friend — depend  upon 

me  in  every  partickler — but   be  compofed,  and  tell 

me  what  new  mifchief  you  have  difcover'd. 

Mifs  Sterl.  I  had  no  defire  to  fleep,  and  would  not 
undrefs  myfelf,  knowing  that  my  -Machiavel  lifter 
would  not  reft  till  fhe  had  broke  ray  heart:— I  was 
fo  uneafy  that  I  could  not  ftay  in  my  room,  but 
when  I  thought  that  all  the  houfe  was  quiet,  I  fent 
my  maid  to  difcover  what  was  going  forward ;  me 
immediately  came  back  and  told  me  that  they  were 
in  high  confultation  ;  that  (he  had  heard  only,  for  it 
was  in  the  dark,  my  filler's  maid  conduct  Sir 
John  Melvil  to  her  miftrefs,  and  then  lock  the 
door.  ' 

Mrs.  Heidel.  And  how  did  you  conduct  yourfelf  in 
this  dalimma  ? 

Mifs  Sterl.  I  return'd  with  her,  and  could  hear  a 
man's  voice,  though  nothing  that  they  faid  diftinctly  ; 
and  you  may  depend  upon  it,  that  Sir  John  is  now 
in  that  room,  that  they  have  fettled  the  matter,  and 

will 
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will  run  away  together  before  morning,  if  we  don'C 
prevent  them. 

Mrs.  Heidel.  Why  the  brazen  ilut !  has  fhe  got 
her  filler's  hufband  (that  is  to  be)  lock'd  up  in  her 
chamber!  at  night  too? — I  tremble  at  .the  thoughts  I 

Mifs  Sterl.  Hum,  Madam!  I  hear  fomethino-. 

Mrs.  Heidel.  You  frighten  me— let  me  put  on  my 
fly  cap — I  would  not  be  feen  in  this  figur  for  the 
world. 

Mifs  Sterl.  'Tis  dark,  Madam ;  you  can't  be 
feen. 

Mrs.  Heidel.  I  proteft  there's  a  candle  coming,  and  a 
man  too. 

Mifs  Sterl.  Nothing  but  fervants ;  let  us  retire  a 
moment !  [they  retire. 

Enter  Brulh   half  drunk,  laying  hold  of  the  Chamber- 
maid, who  has  a  candle  in  her  hand. 

Ch.  Maid.  Be  quiet  Mr.  Brum ;  I  mail  drop  down 
with  terror! 

Brufh.  But  my  fweet,  and  mod  amiable  chamber- 
maid, if  you  have  no  love,  you  may  hearken  to  a 
little  reaionj  that  cannot  pcfiibiy  do  your  virtue 
any  harm. 

Ch.  Maid.  But  you  will  do  me  harm,  Mr.  Brum, 
and  a  great  deal  of  harm  too— pray  let  me  go— -I  am 
ruin'd  if  they  hear  you-- -I  tremble  like  an  alp. 

BrufJj.  But  they  fhan't  hear  us— -and  if  you  have  a 
mind  to  be  ruin'd,  it  mail  be  the  making  of  your 
fortune,  you  little  Qut,  you! — therefore  I  fay  it 
again,  if  you  have  no  love — hear  a  little  region! 

Ch.  Maid.  I  wonder  at  your  impurence,  Mr.  Brum, 
to  ufe  me  in  this  manner ;  this  is  not  the  way  to  keep 
me  company,  I  afiure  you. — You  are  a  town  rake  I 
fee,  and  now  you  are  a  little  in  liquor,  you  fear 
nothing. 

Brufh.  Nothing,  by  heav'ns,  but  your  frowns, 
moil  amiable  chamber-maid  •,  I  am  a  little  electrified, 
that's  the  truth  on't  -,  I  am  not  ufed  to  drink  Port,  and 

you  a 
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your  mailer's  is  fo  heady,  that  a  pint  of  it  overfets  a 
claret-drinker. 

Ch.  Maid,  Don't  be  rude!  blefs  roe!— I  fhall  be 
ruin'd — what  will  become  of  me  ? 

Brujh.  I'll  take  care  of  you,   by  all   that's  hon- 
ourable. 

Ch.  Maid.  You  are  a  bafe  man  to  ufe  me  fo— I'll 
cry  out,  if  you  don't  let  me  go— that  is  Mils  Sterling's 
chamber,  that  Mifs  Fanny's,  and  that  Madam  Hei- 
delberg's, [pointing. 
Brujh.  And  that  my  Lord  Ogleby's,  and  that  my 
Lady  what  d'ye  call'em:  I  don't  mind  fuch  folks  when 
I'm  fober,  much  lefs  when  I  am  whimfical — rather 
above  that  too. 

Ch.  Maid.  More  fhame  for  you,  Mr.  Brufh !— you 
terrify  -me — you  have  no  modefly. 

Brujh.  O  but  I  have,  my  fweet  fpider-brufher ! — 
for  iniiance,  I  reverence  Mifs  Fanny™ flic's  a  moil 
delicious  morfel  and  fit  for  a  prince— with  all  my 
horrors  of  matrimony 9  I  could  marry  her  mylelf™ 
but  for  her  fifter— 

Mifs  Sterl  There,  there,  Madam,  all  in  a  (lory! 
Ch.  Maid.  Blefs  me,    Mr.  Brufh  !— I  heard  fome- 
thing ! 

Brujlo.  Rats,  I  fuppofe,  that  are  gnawing  the  old 
timbers  of  this  execrable  old  dungeon— If  it  was 
mine,  I  would  pull  it  down,  and  fill  your  fine  canal 
up  with  the ;  rubbifh ;  and  then  I  fhould  get  rid  of 
two  damn'd  things  at  once. 

Ch.  Maid.  Law !  law  !  how  you  blafpheme !— we 
mail  have  the  houfe  upon  our  heads  for  it. 

Brujh.  No,  no,  it  will  iaft  our  time— but  as  I  was 
faying,  the  elded  fifter — Mifs  Jezabel— 

Ch.  Maid.  Is  a  fine  young  lady  for  all  your  evil 
tongue. 

Brujh.  No— -we  have  fmoak'd  her  already-,  and 
unlefs  fhe  marries  our  old  Swifs,  (he  can  have  none 
of  us—no.  no,  fhe  wont  do— we  are  a  little  too  nice. 

Ch.  Maid. 
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Ch.  Maid.  You're  a  monftrous  rake,  Mr.  Brufh, 
and  don't  care  what  yon  lay. 

Brufh,  Why,  for  that  matter,  my  dear,  I  am  a 
little  inclined  to  mifchief ;  and  if  you  won't  have 
pity  upon  me,  I  will  break  open  that  door  and  ravifh 
Mrs.  Heidelberg. 

Mrs.  Heidel.  [coming  forward.]  There's  no  bear- 
ing this — you  profligate  monfter  1 

Ch.  Maid.  Ha !  I  am  undone  ! 

Brufh.  Zounds !  here  fhe  is,  by  all  that's  mon- 
ftrous. [runs  off. 

Mifs  Sterl.  A  fine  difcourfe  you  have  had  with 
that  fellow ! 

Mrs.  Heidel.  And  a  fine  time  of  night  it  is  to  be 
here  with  that  drunken  monfter. 

Mifs  Sterl.  What  have  you  to  fay  for  yourfelf  ? 

Ch.  Maid.  I  can  fay  nothing. — I  am  fo  frighten'd, 
and  fo  afham'd— but  indeed  I  am  vartuous — I  am 
vartuous  indeed. 

Mrs.  Heidel.  Well,  well — don't  tremble  fo ;  but 
tell  us  what  you  know  of  this  horrable  plot  here. 

Mifs  Sterl.  We'll  forgive  you,  if  you'll  difcover  all. 

Ch.  Maid.  Why,  Madam— don't  let  me  betray  my 
fellow  fervants— I  (han't  fleep  in  my  bed,  if  I  do. 

Mrs.  Heidel.  Then  you  fhall  fleep  fomewhere  elfe 
to-morrow  night. 

Ch.  Maid.  O  dear !— what  fhall  I  do  ? 

Mrs.  Heidel.  Tell  us  this  moment, — or  I'll  turn 
you  out  of  doors  direftly. 

Ch.  Maid.  Why  our  butler  has  been  treating  us 
below  in  his  pantry—Mr.  Brufh  fore'd  us  to  make  a 
kind  of  a  holiday  night  of  it. 

Mifs  Sterl.  Holiday  !  for  what  ? 

Ch.  Maid.  Nay  I  only  made  one. 

Mifs  Sterl.  Well,  well  -,  but  upon  what  account  ? 

Ch.  Maid.  Becaufe,  as  how.,  Madam,  there  was  a 
change  in  the  family  they  laid,— that  his  honour,  Sir 
John-— was  to  marry  Mifs  Fanny  inftead  of  your 
Ladyfhip. 

Mifs 
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Mifs  Sterl.  And  fo  you  made  a  holiday  for  that.— 
Very  fine ! 

Ch.  Maid.  I  did  not  make  it,  Ma'am. 

Mrs.  Heidel.  But  do  you  know  nothing  of  Sir 
John's  being  to  run  away  with  Mifs  Fanny  to-night  ? 

Ch.  Maid.  No,  indeed,  Ma'am  ! 

Mifs  Sterl.  Nor  of  h£s  being  now  locked  up  in  my 
lifter's  chamber  ? 

Ch.  Maid.  No,  as  I  hope  for  marcy,  Ma'am. 

Mrs.  Heidel.  Well,  I'll  put  an  end  to  all  this 
directly — do  you  run  to  my  brother  Sterling — 

Ch.  Maid,  Now,  Ma'am! — 'Tis  fo  very  late, 
Ma'am— 

Mrs.  Heidel.  I  don't  care  how  late  it  is.  Tell  him 
there  are  thieves  in  the  houfe — that  the  houfe  is 
p'fire — tell  him  to  come  here  immediately — go,  I  fay! 

Ch.  Maid.  I  will,  I  will,  though  I'm  frighten'd  out 
of  my  wits.        •  [Exit. 

Mrs.  Heidel.  Do  you  watch  here,  my  dear  ;  and  I'll 
put  myfelf  in  order,  to  face  them.  We'll  plot  'em, 
^nd  counter-plot  'em  too.  [Exit  into  her  chamber. 

Mifs  Sierl.  I  have  as  much  pleafure  in  this  revenge, 
as   in  being  made  a  countefs ! — Ha!  they  are  un- 
locking the  door.-— Now  for  it !  [retires. 
fanny'j  door  is  unlock' 'd — and  Betty  comes  out  with  a 
candle.     Mifs  Sterling  approaches  her. 

Betty,  [calling  within.]  Sir,  Sir  ! — now's  your  time 
—all's  clear,  [feeing  Mifs  Sterl.]  Stay,  ftay — not  yet 
—we  are  watch'd. 

Mifs  Sterl.  And  fo  you  are,  Madam  Betty  !  [Mifs 
Sterling  lays  hold  of  her,  while  Betty  locks  the  door, 
<and  puts  the  key  in  her  pocket. 

Betty,  [turning round.]  What's  the  matter,  Madam  ? 

Mifs  Sterl.  Nay,  that  you  fhall  tell  my  father  and 
§unt,  Madam. 

Betty.  I  am  no  tell-tale,  Madam,  and  no  thief; 
they'll  get  nothing  from  me. 

"fs  Sterh  You  have  a   great  deal  of  courage, 
G  Betty  § 
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Betty  ;  and  confidering  the  fecrets  you  have  to  keep^ 
you  have  occafion  for  it. 

Betty.  My  miftrefs  fhall  never  repent  her  good 
opinion  of  me,  Ma'am. 

Enter  Sterling, 

SterL  What  is  all  this  ?  what's  the  matter  ?  why 
am  I  disturbed  in  this  manner  ? 

Mifs  SterL  This  creature,  and  my  diftreffes,  Sir, 
will  explain  the  matter. 
Re-enter  Mrs.  Heidelberg,  with  another  head-drefs. 

Mrs.  Heidel.  Now  I'm  prepar'd  for  the  rancounter 
— well,  brother,  have  you  heard  of  this  fcene  of 
wickednefs  ? 

SterL  Not  I — but  what  is  it  ?  Speak! — I  was  got 
into  my  little  clofet-— all  the  lawyers  were  in  bed, 
and  I  had  almoft  loft  my  fenfes  in  the  confufion  of 
Lord  Ogleby's  mortgages,  when  I  was  alarmed  with 
a  foolifh  girl,  who  could  hardly  fpeak  ;  and  whether 
it's  fire,  or  thieves,  or  murder,  or  a  rape,  I  am  quite 
in  the  dark. 

Mrs.  Heidel.  No,,  no,  there's  no  rape,  brother !-- . 
all  parties  are  willing,  I  believe. 

Mifs  SterL  Who's    in   that   chamber  ?     [detaining 
Betty,   whofeemed  to  be  Jhaling  away, 

Betty.  My  miftrefs. 

Mifs  SterL  And  who  is  with  your  miftrefs  ? 

Betty.  Why,  who  fhould  there  be  ? 

Mifs  SterL  Open  the  door  then,  and  let  us  fee  I 

Betty.  The  door  is  open,  Madam.  [Mifs  Sterling 
goes  to  the  door.~\  I'll  fooner  die  than  peach  ! 

[Exit  hafiily, 

Mifs  SterL  The  door's  lock'd  ;  and  (he  has  got  the 
key  in  her  pocket. 

Mrs.  HeideL  There's  impudence,  brother!  piping 
hot  from  your  daughter  Fanny's  fchool ! 

SterL  But,  zounds  I  what  is  all  this  about  ?  You 
tell  me  of  a  fum  total,  and  you  don't  produce  the 
particulars, 

Mrs: 
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Mrs.  Heidel.  Sir  John  Melvil  is  lock'd  up  in  your 
daughter's  bed-chamber.— There  is  the  particular  i 

Sterl.  The  devil  he  is  ?— That's  bad  ! 

Mifs  Sterl.  And  he  has  been  there  fame  time  too. 

Sterl.  Ditto! 

Mrs.  Heidel.  Ditto !  worfe  and  worfe,  I  fay.  I'll 
raife  the  houfe,  and  expofe  him  to  my  Lord,  and  the 
whole  family. 

Sterh  By  no  means !  we  mail  expofe  ourfelves, 
lifter! — the  bed  way  is  to  infure  privately— let  me 
alone! — I'll  make  him  marry  her  to-morrow  morning,, 

Mifs  Sterl.  Make  him  marry  her!  this  is  beyond 
all  patience  ! — You  have  thrown  away  all  your  affec- 
tion ;  and  I  fhall  do  as  much  by  my  obedience :  un- 
natural fathers,  make  unnatural  children.— My  re- 
venge is  in  my  own  power,  and  I'll  indulge  it. — Had 
they  made  their  efcape,  I  mould  have  been  expofed 
to  the  derifion  of  the  world :  but  the  deriders  fnall 
be  derided  -,  and  fo — help !  help,  there  !  thieves ! 
thieves ! 

Mrs.  Heidel.  Tit-for-tat,  Betfey  !  you  are  right,  my 
girl. 

Sterl.  Zounds!  you'll  fpoil  all — you'll  raife  the 
whole  family, — the  devil's  in  the  girl. 

Mrs.  Heidel.  No,  no ;  the  devil's  in  you,  brother. 
I  am  a'fham'd  of  your  principles. — What !  would 
you  connive  at  you  daughter's  being  lock'd  up  with 
her  filler's  hufband  ?  Help  !  thieves !  thieves !  I  fay. 

{cries  out. 

Sterl.  Sifter,  I  beg  you ! — daughter,  I  command 
you  ! — If  you  have  no  regard  for  me,  confider  your- 
felves ! — we  fhall  lofe  this  opportunity  of  ennobling 
our  blood  and  getting  above  twenty  per  cent,  for  our 
money. 

Mifs  Sterl.  What,  by  my  difgrace  and  my  filler's 
triumph!  I  have  a  fpirit  above  fuch  mean  confide- 
rations ;  and  to  mew  you  that  it  is  not  a  low-bred, 
vulgar  'Change-Alley  fpirit— help !  help!  thieves! 
thieves!  thieves!  I  fay. 

G  2  Sterl, 
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Sterl.  Ay,  ay,  you  may  fave  your  lungs— the 
houfe  is  in  an  uproar  ; — women  at  beft  have  no  drf- 
cretion ;  but  in  a  paffion  they'll  fire  a  houfe,  or  burn 
themfelves  in  it,  rather  than  not  be  revenged. 

Enter  Canton,  in  a  night-gown  and  flippers.. 

Cant.  Eh,  diable !  vat  is  de  raifon  of  dis  great  noife, 
this  tintamarre  ? 

Sterl.  Afk  thofe  ladies,  Sir ;  'tis  of  their  making. 

Lord  Ogleby  [calls  within.'] 
Brum!  Brufh! — Canton  !  where  are  you  ?--- What*s 
the  matter?  [rings  a  Ml.']  Where  are  you '? 
Sterl.  'Tis  my  Lord  calls,  Mr.  Canton, 
Cant.    I  coms  mi  Lor!-— £Exii  Canton.] — [Lord 

Ogleby  Jti'll  -rings. 
Serjeant  Flower  [calls  within.] 
A  light!  a   light  here! — where  are  the  fervants? 
Bring  a  light  for  me,  and  my  brothers. 

Sterl.  Lights  here  !   lights  for  the  gentlemen  ! 

[Exit  Sterling, 
Mrs.  Heideh  My  brother  feels,  I  fee— your  filler's 
turn  will  come  nexf. 

Mifs' Sterl.  Ay,  ay,  let  it.  go  round,  Madam!  it  is 
the  only  comfort  1  have  left. 

Re-enter  Sterling,  with  lights,  before  Serjeant  Flower 
{with  one  boot  and  a  flipper)  and  Traverfe, 

Sterl.  This  way,  Sir !  this  way,  gentlemen  ! 

Serjeant  Flower.  Well  •,  but  Mr.  Sterling,  no  dan- 
ger I  hope. — Have  they  mack  a  burglarious  entry?-— 
Are  you  prepar'd  to  repulfe  them  ? — I  am  very  much 
alarm'd  about  thieves  at  circuit-time.— -They  would 
be  particularly  fevere  with  us  gentlemen  of  the  bar. 

fraverfe.  No  danger,  Mr.  Sterling, — No  trefpafs, 
I  hope  ?     '  ■    ■ ' 

Sterl.  None,  gentlemen,  but  of  thofe  ladies 
making. 

■Mrs:  Heidel.  You'll  be  afham'd  to  know,  gentle- 
men, that  all  your  labours  and  ftudies  about  this 
:     "7  young 
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young  lady  are  thrown  away — Sir  John  Mclvil  is  at 
this  moment  lock'd  up  with  this  lady's  younger  fifter. 

Serjeant  Flower.  The  thing  is  a  little  extraordinary, 
to  be  fure— hut,  why  were  we  to  be  frighten'd  out 
of  our  beds  for  this?  Could  not  we  have  try'd  this 
caufe  to-morrow  morning  ? 

Mifs  Sterl.  But,  Sir,  by  to-morrow-morning,  per- 
haps, even  your  afliftance  would  not  have  been  of  any 
fervice — the  birds  now  in  that  cage  would  have  flown 
away* 

Enter  Lord  Ogleby  [in  his  robe-de-chamhre>  night -cap 
&c. — leaning  on  Canton.] 

Lord  Ogle.  I  had  rather  lofe  a  limb  than  my  night's 
reft— -what's  the  matter  with  you  all  ? 

Sterl.  Ay,  ay,  'tis  all  over! — Here's  my  Lord  too. 

Lord  Ogle.  What's  all  this  fhrieking  and  fcrea  ru- 
ing ? — =W  here's  my  angelick  Fanny.  She's  fafe,  I 
hope ! 

Mrs.  Heidel.  Your  angelick  Fanny,  my  Lord,  is 
lock'd  up  with  your  angelick  nephew  in  that 
chamber; 

Lord  Ogle.  My  nephew !  then  will  I  be  excom- 
municated. 

Mrs.  Heidel  Your  nephew,  my  Lord,  has  been 
plotting  to  run  away  with  the  younger  fifter  j  and 
the  younger  fifter  has  been  plotting  to  run  away  with 
your  nephew  :  and  if  we  had  not  watch'd  them  and 
call'd  up  the  fammaly,  they  had  been  upon  the 
fcamper  to  Scotland  by  this  time. 

Lord  Ogle.  Look'ee,  ladies  !— I  know  that  Sir 
John  has  conceived  a  violent  pailion  for  Mifs  Fanny  ; 
and  I  know  too  that  Mifs  Fanny  has  conceived  a 
violent  paffion  for  another  perfon  ;  and  I  am  fo  v/ell 
convinc'd  of  the  re&itude  of  her  affeilions,  that  I 
will  fupport  them  with  my  fortune,  my  honour,  and 
my  life.— Eh,  ftiant  I,  Mr.  Sterling?  fymiling]  what 
fay  you  ?-- 

G  2  Sterl 
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Sterl  [Sulkily.]  To  be  fure,  my  Lord.— Thefe 
bav/ling  women  have  been  the  ruin  of  every  thing. 

[afide. 

Lord  Ogle.  But  come,  I'll  end  this  bufinefs  in  a 
trice — if  you,  ladies,  will  compofe  yourfelves,  and  Mr. 
Sterling  will  infure  Mifs  Fanny  from  violence,  I  will 
engage  to  draw  her  from  her  pillow  with  a  whifper 
thro'  the  keyhole. 

Mrs.  Heidel.  The  horrid  creatures !--- 1  fay,  my 
Lord,  break  the  door  open. 

Lord  Ogle.  Let  me  beg  of  your  delicacy  not  to  be 
too  precipitate  [—Now  to  our  experiment !  [advancing 

towards  the  door. 

Mifs  Sterl.  Now,  what  will  they  do  ?— my  heart 
will  beat  ..through  my  bofom. 

Enter  Betty,  with  the  key. 

Betty.  There's  no  occafion  for  breaking  open  doors, 
my  Lord  •,  we  have  done  nothing  that  we  ought  to  be 
aiham'd  of,  and  my  miilrefs  mall  face  her  enemies. — 

[going  to  unlock  the  door. 

Mrs.  Heidel.  There's  impudence. 

Lord  Ogle.  The  myftery  thickens.  Lady  of  the  bed- 
chamber !  [to  Betty]  open  the  door,  and  intreat  Sir 
John  Melvil  (for  thefe  ladies  will  have  it  that  he  is 
there,)  to  appear  and  anfwer  to  high  crimes  and  mif- 
deameanors. — Call  Sir  John  Melvil  into  the  court! 
Enter  Sir  John  Melvil,  on  the  other  Jide. 

Sir  John.  I  am  here,  my  Lord. 

Mrs.  Heidel.  Heyday  ! 

Mifs  Sterl.  Aftonifhment ! 

Sir  John.  What  is  all  this  alarm  and  confufion  ? 
there  is  nothing  but  hurry  in  the  houfe ;  what  is  the 
realbn  of  it  ?  ( 

Lord  Ogle.  Becaufe  you  have  been  in  that  chamber; 
have  been  !  nay,  you  are  there  at  this  moment,  as 
thefe  ladies  have  protefted,  fo  don't  deny  it — 

Traverfe.  This  is  the  cleareft  Alibi  I  ever  knew, 
Mr.  Serjeant. 

4  Flower. 
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Flower.  Luce  clarius. 

Lord  Ogle.  Upon  my  word,  ladies,  if  you  have  often 
thefe  frolicks,  it  would  be  really  entertaining  to  pafs 
a  whole  fummer  with  you.  Bur  come  [to  Betty']  open 
the  door,  and  intreat  your  amiable  miftrefs  to  come 
forth,  and  difpel  all  our  doubts  with  her  fmiles. 

Betty,  [opening  the  door.]  Madam,  you  are  wanted 
in  this  room.  [pertly, 

Enter  Fanny,  in  great  corfujion. 

Mifs  Sterl.  You  fee  (lie's  ready  drelTed— and  what 
confufion  {he's  in  ! — 

Mrs.  HeideL  Ready  to  pack  off, bag  and  baggage! 
—her  guilt  confounds  her  !— - 

Flowers.  Silence  in  the  court,  ladies ! 

Fanny.  I  am  confounded,  indeed,  Madam  ! 

Lord  Ogle.  Don't  droop,  my  beauteous  lily!  but 
with  your  own  peculiar  modeity  declare  your  ftate  of 
mind. — Pour  conviction  into  their  ears  and  raptures 
into  mine.  [fmilingi 

Fanny.  I  am  at  this  moment  the  moil  unhappy — 
mod  diftreft— the  tumult  is  too  much  for  my  heart — 
and  I  want  the  power  to  reveal  a  ieeret,  which  to  con- 
ceal has  been  the  misfortune  and  mifery  of  my— - 
my —  [faints  away. 

Lord  Ogle.  She  faints  ;  help*  help!  for  the  fair-1  ? 
eft,  and  belt  of  women  !  j  h: 

Betty,  [running  to  her.]  O  my  dear  miftrefs  !-.--  v°§ 
help,  help,  there' 
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Sir  John.  Ha  !  let  me  fly  to  her  affiftance. 

Love  well  rights  out  from  the  chmnher. 

Lovew.  My  Fanny  in  danger  !  I  can  contain  no 
longer.— Prudence  were  now  a  crime  -3  all  other  cares 
were  loft  in  this  ! — fpeak,  fpeak,to  me,  my  deareil  Fan- 
ny!— let  me  but  hear  thy  voice,  open  your  eyes,  and 
blefs  me  with  the  fmalleil  fign  of,  life!  [during  this 
fpeech  they  are  all  in  amazement, 
hfifs  Sterl  Love  well ! — I  am  eafy, — 

G  4  Mrs, 
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Mrs.  Heidel.  I  am  thunderftuck ! 

Lord  Ogle.  I  am  petrify'd 

Sir  John.  And  I  undone ! 

Fanny,  [recovering. 1  O  Lovewell ! — even  fupported 
by  thee,  I  dare  not  look  my  father  nor  his  Lordfhip 
In  the  face. 

Sterl.  "What  now  !  did  not  I  fend  you  to  London, 
Sir? 

Lord  Ogle.  Eh !— What !— How's  this  ?— by  what 
right  and  title  have  you  been  half  the  night  in  that 
lady's  bed-chamber  ? 

Lovew.  By  that  right  which  makes  me  the  happieft 
of  men  ;  and  by  a  title  which  I  would  not  forego,  for 
any  the  beft  of  kings  could  give  me. 

Betty.  I  could  cry  my  eyes  out  to  hear  his  magni- 
mity. 

Lord  Ogle.  I  am  annihilated ! 

Sterl.  1  have  been  choaked  with  rage  and  won- 
der -,  but  now  I  can  fpeak. — Zounds,  what  have  you 
to  fay  to  me  ? — Lovewell,  you  are  a  villain. — You 
have  broke  your  word  with  me. 

Fanny.  Indeed,  Sir,  he  has  not — You  forbad  him 
to  think  of  me,  when  it  was  out  of  his  power 
to  obey  you  ;  we  have  been  married  thefe  four 
months. 

Sterl.  And  he  fhan't  flay  in  my  houfe  four  hours. 
What  bafenefs  and  treachery !  As  for  you,  you  fhall 
repent  this  ftep  as  long  as  you  live,  Madam. 

Fanny.  Indeed,  Sir,  it  is  impoffible  to  conceive  the 
tortures  I  have  already  endured  in  confequence  of  my 
difobedience.  My  heart  has  continually  upbraided  me 
for  it ;  and  though  I  was  too  weak  to  ftruggle  with 
affection,  I  feel  that  I  mult  be  miferable  for  ever  with- 
out your  forgivenefs. 

Sterl.  Lovewell,  you  fhall  leave  my  houfe  di- 
rectly ; — and    you   ihail  follow  him,  Madam.      [to 

Fanny. 

Lord  Ogle.  And  if  they  do,  I  will  receive  them  into 

mine.    Look  ye,  Mrs  Sterling,  there  have  been  fome 

miftakes, 
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miftakes,  which  we  had  all  better  forget  for  our  own 
fakes  -,  and  the  beft  way  to  forget  them  is  to  forgive 
the  caufe  of  them  ;  which  I  do  from  my  foul. — Poor 
girl !  I  fwore  to  fupport  her  affection  with  my  life  and 
fortune  •, — 'tis  a  debt  of  honour,  and  muft  be  paid — 
you  fwore  as  much  too,  Mr.  Sterling ;  but  your  laws 
in  the  city  will  excufe  you,  Ifuppofe;  for  you  never 
ftrike  a  ballance  without  errors  excepted. 

Sterl.  I  am  a  father,  my  Lord ;  but  for  the  fake 
of  all  other  fathers,  I  think  I  ought  not  to  forgive  her, 
for  fear  of  encouraging  other  filly  girls  like  herfelf  to 
throw  themfelves  away  without  the  confent  of  their 
parents. 

Lovew.  I  hope  there  will  be  no  danger  of  that* 
Sir.  Young  ladies  with  mindSj  like  my  Fanny's, 
would  ftartle  at  the  very  fhadow  of  vice;  and  when 
they  know  to  what  uneaunefs  only  an  indifcretion  has 
expofed  her,  her  example,  inftead  of  encouraging, 
will  rather  ferve  to  deter  them. 

Mrs.  Heidel.  Indifcretion,  quoth  a !  a  mighty  pretty 
delicat  word  toexprefs  obedience! 

Lord  Ogle.  For  my  part,  I  indulge  my  own  pafiions 
too  much  to  tyrannize  over  thofe  of  other  people. 
Poor  fouls,  I  pity  them.  And  you  muft  forgive  them 
too.  Come,  come,  melt  a  little  of  your  flint,  Mr.' 
Sterling ! 

Sterl.  Why,  why — as  to  that,  my  Lord— to  be  fure 
he  is  a  relation  of  yours  my  Lord — what  iky  you,  filler 
Heidelberg  ? 

Mrs.  Heidel.  The  girl's  ruined,  and  I  forgive  her. 

Sterl.  Well — fo  do  I  then. — Nay,  no  thanks — [to 
Lovewell  and  Fanny,  who  fiem  preparing  to  fpeak\ 
there's  an  end  of  the  matter. 

Lord  Ogle.  But,  Lovewell,  what  makes  you  dumb 
all  this  while  ? 

Lovew.  Your  kindnefs,  my  Lord — I  can  fcarce 
believe  my  own  fenfes — they  are  all  in  a  tumuk  of 
fear,  joy,  love,  expectation,  and  gratitude ;  I  ever 
was,  and  am  now  more  bound  in  duty  to  your  Lord- 
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fhipj  for  you,  Mr  Sterling,  if  every  moment  of  mf 
life,  fpent  gratefully  in  your  fervice,  will  in  fome 
meafure  compenfate  the  want  of  fortune,  you  perhaps 
will  not  repent  your  goodnefs  to  me.  And  you*  la- 
dies, I  flatter  myfelf,  will  not  for  the  future  fufpect 
me  of  artifice  and  intrigue— I  fhall  be  happy  to  oblige 
and  ferve  you.— As  for  you,  Sir  John-- 

Sir  John,  ^o  apologies  to  me,  Lovewell,  I  do  not 
deferve  any.  All  I  have  to  offer  in  exeufe  for  what 
has  happened,  is  my  total  ignorance  of  your  fitua- 
tion.  Had  you  dealt  a  little  more  openly  with  me, 
you  would  have  faved  me,  and  yourfelf,  and .  that 
lady,  (who  I  hope  will  pardon  my  behaviour,)  a  great 
deal  of  nneafmefs.  Give  me  leave,  however,  to 
allure  you,  that  light  and  capricious  as  I  may  have  ap- 
peared, now  my  infatuation  is  over,  I  have  fenfibility 
enough  to-be  afhamed  of  the  part  I  have  acted,  and 
honour -enough,  to  rejoice  at  your  happinefs. 

Lovew.  And  now9  my  deareft  Fanny,  though  we 
are  feemingiy  the  happieft  of  beings,  yet  all  our  joys 
will  be  dampt,  if  his  Lordfnip's  generality  and  Mr* 
Sterling's  forgivenefs  mould  not  be  fucceeded  by  the 
indulgence,  approbation^  and  confent  of  thefe  our  bed 
benefe&ors.  \To  the  audience* 
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E  P  I  L 

Written  by  Mr.  GAR  RICK. 

CHARACTERS    of   the    EPILOGUE, 

Lord  Minum     -     -  -     -  Mr.  Dodd. 

Colonel  Trill      -      -  -     -  Mr.  Vernon. 

Sir  Patrick  Mahony  -     -  Mr.  Moody. 

Mifs  Crotchet     -     -  -     -  Mrs. — 

Mrs.  Quaver     -      -  -     -  Mrs.  Lee. 

Firft  Lady Mrs.  Bradshaw, 

Second  Lady      -     -  -     -  Mifs  Mills. 

Third  Lady     -      -  -     -  Mrs.  Dorman. 

SCENE    an    Afiembly. 

Several   Ptrfons  at    Cards,    at    different    Tables-,    among   the  rcfi 
Col.  Trill,  Lord  Minum,  Mrs.  Quaver,  Sir.  Patrick  Mahony. 

At  the  Quadrille  Table. 

Col  T.      T    ADIES,  with  Leave— 
JLf  zd  Lady.   Pafs  ! 

Id  Lady.   Pafs! 
Mrs.  £>u.  You  rauft  do  more, 
Col.  T.     Indeed  I  can't. 

Mrs.  2>u.  I  play  in  Hearts. 

CoL  T.  Encore! 
zd  Lady.  What  Luck  ! 

Col.  T.  To-night  atDrury-L-anelsplay'd 
A  Comedy,  and  toute  nowvslh — a  Spade ! 
Is  not  Mifs  Crotchet  at  the  Play  ? 
Mrs.  %.  My  Niece 
Has  made  a  Party,  Sir,  to  damn  the  Piece. 

At  the  Whifl  Table. 

Ld.  Win.  I  hate  a  Play-houfe — Trump  !— It  makes  me  fick* 

\JlLady.  We're  two  by  Honours,  Ma'am. 

Ld.  Min.  And  we  the  odd  Trick. 
Pray  do  you  know  the  Author,  Colonel  Trill  ? 

Col.  T.      I  know  no  Poets,  Heaven  be  prais'd  !— Spadille! 

\Jl  Lady.  I'll  tell  you  who,  my  Lord  !  (whifpers  my  Lord.) 
Ld.  Min.  What,  he  again  ? 
"  And  dwell  fuch  daring  Souls  in  little  Men  ?" 
Be  whofe  it  will,  they  down  our  Throats  will  cram  it ! 

CoL  ST.     Os  no.— I  have  a  Club— the  beft,™-» We'll  damn  it. 


EPILOGUE. 

Mn-  Vu.  0  Bravo,  Colonel !  Mufick  is  my  Fla'me. 

td.  Mtn.  And  mine,  by  Jupiter! — We've  won  the  Ga.m$, 

Col.  T.     What,  do  you  love  all  Mufick  ? 

Mrs.  %u.  No,  not  Handel's. 
And  nafty  Plays — 

Ld.  Min.  Are  fit  for  Goths  and  Vandals. 

(Rife  from  the  Table  and  pay.) 
From  the  Piquette  Table. 
Sir  Pat.   Well,  faith  and  troth !  that  Shakefpeare  was  no  Fool! 
Col.  T.     I'm  glad  you  like  him,  Sir !— So  ends  the  Pool ! 

( Pay  and  rife  from  Table.) 
SONG    by  the  Colonel. 
I  hate  all  their  Nonfenfe, 
Their  Shakefpears  and  Johnfons, 
Their  Plays,  and  their  Play-houfe,  and  Bards  s 
'Tis  finging,  not  faying  j 
A  Fig  for  all  playing, 
But  playing,  as  we  do,  at  Cards  t 

"^  I  love  to  fee  Jonas, 

Am  pleas'd  too  with  Comus ; 

r  Each  well  the  Spectator  rewards.  % 

So  clever,  fo  neat  in 
Their  Tricks,  and  their  Cheating! 
Like  them  we  would  fain  deal  our  Cards. 

Sir  Pat.    King  Lare  is  touching ! — And  how  fine  to  fee 

Ould  Hamlet's  Ghoft !— "  To  be,  or  not  to  be."— 
What  are  your  Op'ras  to  Othello's  roar  ? 
Oh,  he's  an  Angel  of  a  Blackamoor ! 
td.  Min.  What,  when  he  choaks  his  Wife  ? — 

Col.  T.  And  calls  her  Whore  ? 
Sir  Pat.    King  Richard  calls  his  Horfe — and  then  Macbeth, 
When  e'er  he  murders — takes  away  the  Breath.- 
My  Blood  runs  cold  at  ev'ry  Syllable, 
To  fee  the  Dagger — that's  invifible.     (All  laugh.) 
Sir  Pat.   Laugh  if  you  pleafe,  a  pretty  Play— 

Ld.  Min.  Is  pretty. 
Sir  Pat.    And  when  there's  Wit  in't — 

Col.  T.  To  be  fure  'tis  witty. 
%ir  Pat.   I  love  the  Play-houfe  now— fo  light  and  gay, 
With  all  thofe  Candles,  they  have  ta'en  away  ! 

(All  laugh.) 
For  all  your  Game,  what  makes  it  fo  much  brighter  ? 
Col.  T.     Put  out  the  Light,  and  then— 

Ld.  Min.  'Tis  fo  much  lighter. 
Sir  Pat.  Pray  do  you  mane,  Sirs,  more  than  you  exprefs  ? 
Col.  T.     Juft  as  it  happens — 

Ld,  Miti%  Either  more,  or  lefs. 

Mrs, 
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Mrt,  §u.  An't  you  alham'd,  Sir  ?     [to  Sir  Pat.] 

Sir  Pat.  Me !— I  feldom  Mufti.-— 
For  little  Shakefpeare,  faith  !  I'd  take  a  Pufh ! 
Ld.  Miit'  News,  News ! — here  comes  Mifs  Crotchet  from  the  Play. 

Enter  Mifs  Crotchet. 
Mrs.  %•  Well,  Crotchet,  what's  the  News  ? 

Mifs  Cro.  We've  loll  the  Day. 
Col.  T.     Tell  us,  dear  Mifs,  all  you  have  heard  and  feen. 
Mifs  Cro.  I'm  tir'd — a  Chair — here,  take  my  Capuchin! 
Id.Min.  And  isn't  it  damn'd,  Mifs? 

Mifs  Cro.  No,  my  Lord,  not  quite ; 
But  we  fhall  damn  it. 

Col.  f.  When  ? 
Mifs  Cro.  To-morrow  Night. 
There  is  a  Party  of  us,  all  of  Fafhion, 
RefolvM  to  exterminate  this  vulgar  Paffion  : 
A  Play-houfe,  what  a  Place ! — I  mull  forfwear  it. 
A  little  Mifchief  only  makes  one  bear  it. 
Such  Crowds  of  City  Folks ! — fo  rude  and  preffingS 
And  their  Horfe- Laughs,  fo  hideoufly  dillreffing ! 
When  e'er  we  hifs'd,  they  frown'd  and  fell  a  fwearing. 
Like  their  own  Guildhall  Giants — fierce  and  flaring  ! 
Col.  T.     What  faid  the  Folks  of  Faftiion  ?  were  they  crofs  ? 
Z,d.  Min.  The  reft  have  no  more  Judgement  than  my  Horfe. 
Mifs  Cro.  Lord  Grimly  fwore  'twas  execrable  Stuff. 

Says  one,  Why  fo,  my  Lord  ?— -My  Lord  took  Snuff. 
In  the  Jirft  Acl:  Lord  George  began  to  doze, 
And  criticis'd  the  Author — through  his  Nofe ; 
So  loud  indeed,  that  as  his  Lordfhip  fnor'd, 
The  Pit  turn'd  round,  and  all  the  Brutes  encor'd. 
Some  Lords,  indeed,  approv'd  the  Author's  Jokes. 
Ld.  Min.  We  have  among  us,  Mifs,  fo-me  foolifh  Folks. 
Mifs  Cro.  Says  poor  Lord  Simper — -Well,  now  to  my  Mind 

The  Piece  is  good; — but  he's  both  deaf  and  blind, 
Sir  Pat.   Upon  my  Soul  a  very  pretty  Story  ! 

And  Quality  appears  in  all  its  Glory  !— 
There  was  fome  Merit  in  the  Piece,  no  Doubt  | 
Mifs  Cro.  O,  to  be  fure  ! — if  one  could  find  it  out. 
Col.  T.     But  tell  us,  Mifs,  the  Subject  of  the  Play. 
Mifs  Cro.  Why,  'twas  a  Marriage — yes,  a  Marriage — Stay  ! 
A  Lord,  an  Aunt,  two  Sifters,  and  a  Merchant— 
A  Baronet — ten  Lawyers — a  fat  Serjeant — 
Are  all  produc'd— to  talk  with  one  another; 
And  about  fbmethingmake  a  mighty  Pother  ; 
They  all  go  in,  and  out  ;  and  to,  and  fro  ; 
And  talk,  and  quarrel — as  they  come  and  go — 
Then  go  to  Bed,  and  then  get  up-~and  then — 
Soreams  faint,  fcold,  kifs, — and  go  to  Bed  again. 

{_#//  I  ait  oh. 
i  Sucb 


EPILOGUE. 

Such  is  the  Play — Your  Judgment !  never  iham  if. 
Col  T.     Oh  damn  it ! 

Mrs.  Qu.  Damn  it  ! 

iji  Lady.  Damn  it  ! 

Mifs  Cro.  Damn  it  \ 
Ld.  Min.  Damn  it! 
Sir  Paf.    Well,  faith,  you  fpeak  your  Minds,  and  1*11  be  free—* 
Good  Night !  this  Company's  too  good  for  me.  [going.J 
Co-l.T.     Your  Judgment,  dear  Sir  Patrick,  makes  us  proud. 

[all laugh* ,] 
Uir  Pat.  Laugh  if  you  pleafe,  but  pray  don't  laugh  too  loud. 

[Exit.  1 

RECITATIVE. 

Col.  T.     Now  the  Barbarian's  gone,  Mifs,  tune  your  Tongue* 
And  let  us  raife  our  Spirits  high  with  Song  ! 

RECITATIVE. 

Mifs  Cro.  Colonel,  de  tout  man  Cceur — I've  one  in  petty 
Which  you  fhall  join,  and  make  it  a  Duetto, 

RECITATIVE. 

JLd.  Min.  Bella  Signora,  et  Amico  mio  ! 

I  too  will  join,  and  then  we'll  make  a  Trio.—-. 
Col.  T,      Come  all  and  join  the  full-mouth'd  Chorus, 

And  drive  all  Tragedy  and  Comedy  before  us  \ 

All  the  Company  rife,  and  advance  to  the  Front  of  the  Stage* 

A  I  R. 

Col.  T.     Would  you  ever  go  to  fee  a  Tragedy  ? 
Mifs  Cro.  Never,  never. 
Col.  T.  A  Comedy  ? 

Ld.  M.  Never,  never, 

Live  for  ever  ! 
Tweedle-dum  and  Tweedledee  I 
Col.  T.     Ld.  M.     and  Mifs  Cro. 
Live  for  ever ! 

Tweedledum  and  Tweedle-dee! 

CHORUS. 

Would  you  ever  go  to  fee,  fc5V. 
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